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Preface: Timeline and World Notes 


TDDK Style follows a loose timeline of events contained within 
its Model/Photographer AU. This timeline was for the purpose of 
rounding out the world for the contributors to build off of and to provide 
context for some pieces to the readers. 


Timeline: 


-Todoroki begins working as a model when he’s 10 as a 
children’s clothing model 


-Todoroki moves up in the ranks and becomes a young teen 
model for teen magazines when he’s 13 or so 


-Midoriya becomes a fan at this same time 


-Midoriya begins working as a photographer for lesser known 
models (age 19), coming under All Might’s tutelage 


-Todoroki leaves Enji behind, continuing his career alone 


-Todoroki and Midoriya begin working together (after a couple 
years, age 21) 


-Todoroki and Midoriya begin dating (a year later, age 22) 
-Present day (TDDK are 24 in this AU) 


Extra Timeline Notes: 


-Midoriya took interest in photography first because of his father, 
who was a landscape photographer. Due to his job, Hisashi 
spent a lot of time overseas, but whenever he came back, he 
used to show Midoriya his pictures and teach him how to take 
pictures. However, as time went on, his visits were farther in- 
between until he stopped coming altogether. Midoriya still keeps 
the camera his father gave him for his birthday so many years 
ago. 


-Due to his father, he had always been hesitant in pursuing 
photography, but in high school, Uraraka Ochako encouraged 
him to get into the photography club, and he hasn’t stopped 
since then. 


-What Midoriya fears the most is becoming like his father and 
abandoning his dear people for the sake of his career, but his 
friends (and Todoroki, mainly Todoroki) keep him in check, 
reminding to take breaks and visit his family once in a while. 


-Todoroki was forced by Enji to parade around as a model since 
his unique looks garnered a lot of attention. 


-Todoroki developed a cold and closed off personality due to his 
upbringing. All of Todoroki’s photos before meeting Midoriya 
display him as very stoic. 


-Todoroki's abuse was more verbal and emotional vs the 
training/physical abuse of canon. 


-Todoroki was forced to wear latex prosthetics and makeup to 
cover the scar during shoots, he developed an allergy because 
of this. 


-After Todoroki leaves Enji’s grasp and starts modelling on his 
own, he boldly reveals his scar as a protest of his past. Instead 
of doing it for himself though, he’s doing it to spite Enji in the ‘I'll 
make it without your influence and with this scar’ sense. 


-Todoroki was aloof and cold when Midoriya first met him, but 
over time they started getting along and now Todoroki really 

likes modelling because it means Midoriya will be there with 

him. 


-Todoroki and Midoriya live separately but now that they're 
public they're thinking about moving in together. 


Extra World Notes: 


-Todoroki is free from Enji's control now as he's an adult, but 
Enji’s abuse still causes Todoroki to struggle. Midoriya, 
Todoroki’s other family, and their friends help to heal the 
wounds of the past. 


-Todoroki continued modelling since it’s what he knew best. He 
used to be managed by Enji and his agents, but after getting 
away from him, Todoroki sought out lida Tenya's family's 
agency since he had learned of their work and met them a few 
times and liked them enough, since he knows what to do in front 


of the camera and a bit of the technical aspect, but not so much Kendo & Hadou - Fellow models 
the business side of it. 


Eri - An orphan girl (4) with albinism and a burn scar where her 


-The name of the zine is the name of the in-universe clothing horn is in canon. She suffered from some burns and was 


line “TDDK Style.” The clothing line represents independence placed in a hospital that Midoriya happened to be doing a 
and the strength that lies in being vulnerable with people who charity Christmas time shoot at for a project in his early 

care about you (His opening up to Midoriya leading to him career (19). The shoot happened the day she turned 4 since 
seeing things much brighter and finding fulfillment in his work). her birthday is Dec 21. She (8) is mentioned when Todoroki 


(23) and Midoriya (24) discuss plans for shoots and charities 
-The clothing line is a new endeavor being undertaken by involving models with skin conditions, deformities, 

Todoroki and Midoriya and the people they've met through their and the like. Midoriya brings her up as a sort of poster child 
journeys in their own careers and also in their developing to encourage both her and Todoroki. 

relationship from strangers to friends to lovers. 


Aizawa - Eri’s foster father 
-Todoroki is the main proponent for TDDK Style in terms of 


design and launch. He had help from Ashido Mina who Midoriya All Might - Midoriya’s photography mentor 

knew, and the clothing line represents that Todoroki’s doing 

things both independently and being helped by people who Midnight - An older model who is opening up a magazine, and is 

support him for himself, not because he's famous. He wanted to wanting a good opener to debut with. Mic sends 

help with some of the designing, but Ashido has a better eye for Midoriya and Todoroki her way to do an exposé on 

it. Yaoyorozu Momo and her family help him with advertising. their secret relationship that they plan to make public 
(It works out in that Midoriya and Todoroki can go 

-Along with the TDDK Style line, Todoroki and Midoriya are public securely with Mic and Midnight's teams, Present 


spearheading a children’s charity and modelling firm. Mic gets one hell of a scoop and gets to help some 


good kids and Midnight's launch is debuted with a hot 
exposé on true love!) 


Character Roles: 

Todoroki - Model 

Midoriya - Photographer 

lida and lida Family - Talent/ Modelling Agents 

Ashido - Ameteur Clothing Designer - Getting her big break via 
Todoroki and his clothing line’s (TDDK Style) launch, 
she met him through Midoriya 

Uraraka - Midoriya’s Best Friend - Encouraged his photography 


Present Mic - Talk Show/Radio Host - Connects TDDK to 
Midnight 


Yaoyorozu and Yaoyorozu Family - Advertising Moguls, 


pee eer ae *The zine itself is not organized in chronological order. 


advertising **This zine is a free, not-for-profit PDF project, if you paid for this 
Aoyama - Overly glittery Make Up Artist you have been scammed. 
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Rising Star Photographer, 
Midoriya Izuku, steps out with a 
stunning punk ensemble. 
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Model: @ToastyWaifucosplay 
Photographer: @AlyshaMaeMedia 


ALYSHA MAE MEDIA : \ Model: @ ToastyWaifuCosplay 


per: @AlyshaMaeMedia 
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Midoriya prepares for his photoshoot later in the day. 


HAVEN'T YOU 


Written by: Altered-Karma 
Rated: T 


Tags: Innuendo, Lighthearted Teasing, Banter, 


Interview Format, with Stage Direction-like Inserts 
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Karma: Hello folks, and welcome back to Celebrity 
Corner! Today we have one of fashion’s darlings, 


the Rapunzel story himself, Shouto Todoroki! 


Todoroki: Smiles at the interviewer. Thank you for 


having me, Karma. 


K: A pleasure, my dear, truly. Down to the meat 
and bones of things, but | wanted to start off today 
talking about this new fashion line of yours. 
Now, tell me, what exactly went into this line of 


yours? 


T: You seem so convinced that there is something 


particular about it. 


K: Isn't there? You've been in this world for a long 
time, darling, you know its ins and outs. What 
you've done here is so different from what 
designers like El Saab and Hussein Bazaza are 


doing right now. What’s the inspo? 


T: Well, our line TDDK Style, because it doesn’t 
just belong to me, is releasing on the 27th of 
October, and it’s a celebration of independence for 
those of us who contributed to its making. It’s 


meant to be liberating. 


K: Liberation, but from what? 


T: He grins at the interviewer slyly; is it getting hot 
in here or what? Hmmm, the day Izuku and | first 


began dating. 


K: So, you're saying that dating famous 


photographer Izuku Midoriya was your liberation? 


T: Something like that. 


' 


"It's meant to be liberating. 


K: Swoons playfully. How romantic! Well then, how 


about a couple of things on the line itself. Consults 
a page of notes. It doesn’t have a lot of the 
signifiers most lines have. For instance, you 
haven't really specified whether it’s a line for men 
or women, or any time of year, or antyhing of that 


sort. 


T: That's because it’s a line for people. Men or 
women, it doesn’t matter. It’s meant to be the 
clothing of liberation, and that can mean everything 
from toxic relationships or personal limitations to 
societal constructs like gender or behavioral 


norms. 


T: We want everyone to be able to enjoy wearing 
beautiful clothes. Whether that means the dresses, 
or the pantsuits, or the loose shirts or form fitting 


pants, we want it to be accessible to everyone. 


K: Maybe I'll wander in and get something for 
myself, then. Alright. You said before that it was 
‘our’ line, not just yours. We know of Midoriya’s 
involvement, not in small part because of the help 
he’s been on this magazine issue, but tell us about 


the others. 


T: Well, first and foremost, between Izuku and | we 


have the actual presentation side of clothing 
covered, but neither of us have very much 

experience in the making of clothing. So, we 
asked a friend of ours, who also happens to be a 


designer, if she wouldn’t mind helping us out. 


Thankfully, Mina Ashido said yes. She’s won some 


amateur design contests, so you might have heard 


of her. 


K: Oh, yeah! | have heard of her. She has some... 


interesting color schemes. 


T: Grins widely. Yes, but she knows how to put an 
outfit together, that’s for sure. Then we have 
Yaoyorozu Momo, a childhood friend of mine and 
someone more familiar with the business side of 
fashion than | am. The lida family has been 
essential with marketing, and honestly | could go 
on and on about all of the help we’ve received on 
this project. It’s been truly heartwarming, to have 


everyone’s support on this. 


K: Alright, Mr. Todoroki, at risk of sounding like a 


therapist, be real with me here. How does it feel, as 
a model, to have developed your own clothing line 


and presented it to the world? 


T: Let’s out a deep breath. You do sound like a 
therapist. But, okay. It feels like a fresh, clean start, 
a breakaway. I’m not the person | was before this 
clothing line was made. | have relationships, now, 
people that care for me, worry about me. This 
clothing line, for me, feels like so much freedom, 
because for once, it’s something that | have input 
on, something that | worked with others to create, 
instead of simply doing as I’ve been told. And on 


working with others... 


"[It] feels so much like freedom..." 


T, cont.: It’s taught me how to listen to other 
people, to work with them, learn from them, and 
incorporate their own individualities along with my 
own to make something whole that belongs to all of 
us and yet isn’t merely the sum of our parts. He’s 
got the prettiest, most gentle smile on his face. It’s 
not hard to see why he’s been such a successful 


model for so long. 


The two of them sit in silence for a moment, 


absorbing that. 


K: And which of Midoriya Izuku’s parts do you 


appreciate, Mr. Todoroki? 


T: Todoroki, who has been taking a sip of water in 
the silence, chokes on it and slams his water down. 


Oh my god. 


"My world now is different from the 


editor to inform the audience that the interviewer 


has gone about as red as a strawberry. 


Are you okay? 


world I inhabited two years ago, and 


this line, TDDK Style, is the first step 
into this new world that I’ve entered." 


K: Too soon? You've been dating for how long? 


T: Two years. He’s still choking on his water. 


K: Gives him a moment. Well? What parts? 


T: | refuse to answer that. 


K: Fair enough. Well then, moving on, you’ve also 
recently started a new charity, wanna tell me a little 


bit of that? 


T: This scar is something I’ve had for quite some 
time, and my- Enji always made me cover it up for 
modelling. But this scar is a part of me, just like 
other's scars are a part of them, but where mine is 
merely cosmetic, others have life-threatening 
issues as a result of disfigurements. ChromaKEY is 
actually starting with its first shoot here soon, 
featuring a young girl born with albinism. | ask that 
everyone please support our work. He bows deeply 


from the waist. 


K: Ahh~ We somehow went from teasing you 
about your boyfriend to something so noble and 
honest; are you trying upstage me in my own 


newspaper? 


T: Never in a million years, darling. He winks 


charmingly, and at this point it is the duty of the 


K: Never better. They audibly clear 
their throat. In any case, I’m getting the 
signal from the boss to go ahead and wrap 


this up. Any final thoughts? 


T: Hmmm... He leans back in his chair, smooth 
and graceful. My world now is different from the 
world | inhabited two years ago, and this line, 
TDDK Style, is the first step into this new world that 
I’ve entered. And it is only thanks to the man that’s 
held my hand and supported me every step of the 
way, and our friends that have buoyed us through 
this process, that | can speak of my hopes in such 
a free manner. The freedom this whole process 
has granted me, isn’t something that | can ever 
speak of fully, nor pen down on paper, nor illustrate 
in an outfit design or a catwalk. Instead, the best | 
can do is continue to make things, and do things, 
and show things, that embody this new world. 


Thank you. 


K: And there we have it folks. I’m sure we'll have 
Todoroki on again sometime, maybe even with his 
beau in hand? But for now, this is Karma, signing 


off from Celebrity Corner! 
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Todorok? Shouto out on the town! 


What does a day in 


the life of this lovely 
model look like? 


Model: Natchan @sunshine.thunder 
Photographer: Maachan @sunshine.thunder 


Comfy and Chic! 
Todoroki stays stylin' 
as he's spotted taking 


a stroll downtown. 


Model: Natchan @sunshine.thunder 
Photographer: Maachan @sunshine.thunder 


Passion for Fashion! 
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Model: Natchan @sunshine.thunder 
Photographer: Maachan @sunshine.thunder 


S tyle ni never rests! 


A conference call with a photographer, 
ora call frog a ‘ sign other? 
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A calm 
break from 
the busy 


Model: Natchan @sunshine.th 
Photographer: Maachan @su! 


A relaxing 
read with a 


| 


Model: Natchan @sunshine.thunder % 
"Photographer: Maachan @sunshine.thunder ~ 


Just some 
decor ora 
titillating 
promise to 
a keep? ? i 
Wfecet-Natchan @Simshine.thinder 


Photographer: Maachan @sunshine.thunder 
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Today is the day. Shouto will be 
modelling Mina’s mini collection for a 
promotional spread after Izuku introduced 
them to potentially work together on his 
collection. He is a little nervous as he 
waits for Shouto to get ready in his room, 
Izuku pacing Shouto's living room ever 
since his boyfriend let him in when he 
arrived much too early. It wasn’t even light 
out yet when Izuku rang his doorbell, but 
he is eager to get this show on the road, 
so to speak, sue him. 


“Shouldn't | be the one shaking 
right now? This is more about me working 
with her than you.” Shouto jests, finally 
walking out of his bedroom in a simple 
white shirt and black skinny jeans, yet still 
looking like the picture of perfection. 


Meanwhile, Izuku is here with 
some cargo pants and a washed-out t- 
shirt with the words ‘Green Screen’ printed 
in bold over his chest. Add a simple green 
jacket over that and he looks as plain as 
can be. Not that it really matters what he 
looks like, but when walking next to a 
literal supermodel, 


sometimes he can’t help but feel a tiny bit 
self-conscious. 


“As true as that is, I’m still with 
you every step of the way, and 
considering | introduced you two, | feel 
kind of responsible for you getting along 
and working together. Not to mention that 
I’m just really excited about you starting 
your collection and—” 


He stops his rant dead on its 
tracks when Shouto wraps an arm around 
his waist and pulls him into a tender kiss, 
effectively distracting him from his mild 
freak-out. They pull apart shortly after, the 
kiss short-lived even if no less passionate, 
and Izuku takes in a deep breath. 


“Sorry. It’s just important to me 
that this goes well.” He smiles sheepishly 
and Shouto returns it with another kiss to 
his temple. 


“Me too, Izuku. She is your friend 
though, I’m sure she is lovely.” 


Chuckling slightly, Izuku nods to 
himself and grabs his car keys from the 
dish by Shouto’s door. “Let’s do this, 
then.” 


Arriving at the site knocks the 
breath right out of Izuku’s lungs. The 
gardens stretch as far as the eye can 
see, decorated with marble statues 
sculpted with such care and attention to 
detail they almost feel as alive as the 
people around him. Truth be told, having 
the privilege to gaze upon the face of 
someone as beautiful as Shouto, Izuku is 
a little desensitised to the artificial beauty 
of such artworks, but he knows how to 
admire good craftsmanship when he 
sees it. Even so, as gorgeous as the 
architectural elements are, Izuku is much 
more captivated by _ the 
surrounding them. 


nature 


Izuku is so caught up in admiring 
it all, that he almost misses Mina and her 
small crew entirely, only turning to them 
when Shouto casually pats his shoulder 
to grab his attention. The moment their 
eyes meet, Mina’s entire face lights up 
as she stalks over to them, her pink hair 
bouncing with every one of her steps and 
her heels clicking on the pavement. 


“Ah, you're right on time! | was 
just about to send Hadou-san into hair 
and make-up, but it’s great that you’re 


here now too, Todoroki-san, Midoriya- 
san!” She greets them with a small bow 
of her head that they each return, and 
she faces Shouto alone then. “I made all 
the needed adjustments to the outfits 
you'll be wearing today. | hope we can 
make a wonderful spread together.” 


“Thank you for having me.” 


Shouto offers her one of those 
soft smiles that make everyone swoon, 
and Mina is no exception. Though in 
Izuku’s experience, she has always had 
a weakness for pretty faces, and 
Shouto’s face is undoubtedly one of the 
prettiest in existence. He may be a little 
biased in such an assessment, being his 
secret boyfriend and all, but he will never 
not be mesmerised by Shouto’s beauty. 
In his eyes, no camera can ever truly 
capture Shouto’s essence, but Izuku 
sure does his best to at least convey a 
fraction of it with his work. Which 
reminds him, “I should go set up the 
camera and lights to Ashido-san’s liking. 
| still have your notes, so feel free to take 
care of everything else.” Izuku 
respectfully makes his leave while Mina 
starts to guide Shouto to where Nejire is 
waving at them enthusiastically. 


With a smile dancing at his lips, 
he starts to set up his equipment where 
Mina wanted the pictures to be taken, 
adjusting the tripod and scrutinising the 
background to adjust the angles. There 


is a fountain not so far away, and it could 
make for some interesting close-up shots 
if Mina is up for those as well, he 
remembers at least one of Nejire’s outfits 
having a headpiece, so maybe... 


Just when he is almost done with 
setting up, some movement catches his 
eye and he turns to see a squirrel skitter 
across the grass towards the nearest 
tree. With a squeal dying in his throat, 
Izuku nearly runs all the way to it, 
camera in hand, slowing only when he is 
close enough that he might startle the 
little critter into hiding away, never to be 
seen again by the likes of him. IZuku 
crouches down, zooming in on the 
squirrel and waiting for just the right 
moment to snap the perfect picture, 
staring intently at the display so that he 
doesn’t miss it when the fuzzy fellow 
looks right into the lens, mouth hanging 
open as if surprised it’s being watched. 


Smiling at the picture, Izuku 
doesn’t chase after the squirrel anymore 
when it runs up the tree trunk and 
burrows into one of the hollowed knots. 
But before he stands up to go back, his 
attention is drawn to the colourful flowers 
decorating the lush bushes that line the 
paths, and he can't resist the urge to 
take some close-ups of the morning dew 
sliding down the silky petals. He gets so 
lost in taking pictures of his surroundings 
that the concept of time completely 
escapes him, his mind utterly immersed 


in nature coming alive through his 
camera lens. 


“Shouldn’t the camera be set up 
by now?” 


Shouto’s smooth voice sounds 
from behind him, causing him to jump 
right out of his skin and almost drop the 
camera to the ground in his fright. It 
wouldn't have been a huge fall, but 
luckily IZuku manages to tighten his grip 
on the camera nonetheless. Just 
because his boyfriend is kind of a rich 
and famous model, doesn’t mean he can 
just break expensive equipment every 
other Tuesday. 


“Ah, I’m sorry, | got a little 
distracted by the—’ Izuku cuts off with a 
gasp when he finally turns around to face 
Shouto, jaw slacking as he takes in his 
outfit. 


Whites, blues and golds drape 
over his shoulders and chest in loose 
fabric that somehow leaves nothing to 
the imagination despite the airy way in 
which it sits on his pale skin. The deep v- 
neck collar on the shirt shows off the 
lean muscles lying beneath the flowy 
fabric and draws his gaze down to the 
golden sash that cinches his waist over 
the trousers, slightly tighter and a more 
solid blue colour, that paired with the 
royal blue and gold boots reaching 
halfway up to his knees complete the 


outfit wonderfully, matching the patterned 
dragon on the right half of his shirt. 


Izuku forces his gaze back up to 
Shouto’s face, his hair carefully styled so 
that each strand seems to have a 
purpose where it sits, and his blue grey 
eyes stare right into his soul, popping 
with the subtle shadow and eyeliner. His 
eyebrow is raised along with a corner of 
his mouth in amusement, and Izuku has 
to swallow down the urge to grab his 
face and pull him down into a kiss, 
focusing instead on the swirling gold 
accents decorating his scar and making 
him look all the more ethereal. 


The red and silver stud earrings 
add yet another pop of colour to it all, 
glinting in the sunlight, yet not really 
drawing the eye away from the outfit too 
much. The entire styling is the perfect 
balance between flashy and discreet, 
elevating the clothes but not distracting 
people from their design. Mina really has 
an eye for this sort of thing, and with just 
one glance at her clothes it’s quite 
obvious that she is beyond talented. 


“Wow, you look... stunning.” 
Izuku breathes, just a little shell-shocked, 
and Shouto lets out a huff of a laugh. 


“You sure look stunned.” He 
smirks, and Izuku actually finds it in 
himself to roll his eyes, clearing his throat 
and regaining his composure before 


stepping around him to place the camera 
on the tripod. 


“Ha, ha. Very funny.” 


“What? The look on your face is 
adorable.” 


Not dignifying that with an 
answer, Izuku addresses Mina when he’s 
within earshot, telling her that they can 
start whenever she is ready. She gives 
both him and the models some simple 
instructions; look relaxed but confident 
and composed, pretty standard for 
shoots such as these, and Shouto gets 
ready for his first solo shots. 


As per usual, Shouto hardly 
needs any direction to model the clothes, 
striking pose after flawless pose to really 
highlight all of their best features and his 
as well. Mina is absolutely delighted with 
each and every look, every movement 
and gesture. The camera has always 
loved Shouto, but looking at the finished 
product, with all those edits and words 
crowding the pictures, people often don’t 
realise just how he owns it himself. 
Whenever he photographs him, Izuku 
feels as if he is simply a pawn, humbly 
capturing the images Shouto wants him 
to see. And each one is like a gift. 


“Gosh, | knew he was good from 
his previous work, but this is...” 


Izuku bites his tongue when he 
instinctively goes to complete Mina’s 
sentence with something along the lines 
of “perfect” or “breathtaking”. It’s not as if 
the words themselves are the problem, 
after all, they are nothing but the simple 
and obvious truth, but Izuku knows that 
the way he would have said them would 
be too stricken, too longing, too /oving. 
So, he just smiles fondly and nods in 
understanding, showing Mina _ the 
pictures to make sure she is satisfied 
before calling Nejire to join Shouto in the 
frame. 


Those two work really well 
together too, both of them the picture of 
professionalism as they play off of each 
other's strengths and use their unique 
beauty to create something gorgeous 
together. Nejire’s dress follows the same 
silhouette as Shouto’s outfit, flowing 
fabric hugging her figure in all the right 
places and showing off just enough skin 
to be enticing. It really shows how Mina 
understands the way the clothes can 
make someone look even more striking 
than they would otherwise. Izuku is 
becoming more and more confident in 
his decision to introduce her to Shouto. 
From this alone, it’s clear that they have 
a lot to offer each other. 


“Alright, | think these are great 
for the two of them.” Mina nods to herself 
once Izuku shows her all the pictures of 
the pair. “Can we get some with just 


Hadou-san now? Todoroki-san, you can 
go change into your next outfit, my 
assistant will help you, since it doesn’t 
have as many elements.” 


Shouto and Izuku share a casual 
glance as he passes by, and Ilzuku 
smiles to himself as he turns back to the 
camera to get to work. It takes about 
another twenty minutes until Mina is 
finally happy with all the possibilities for 
the first outfits, telling him which pictures 
catch her eye the most at a first glance. 
Shouto arrives about when they are done 
looking them over, and Izuku almost has 
to steady himself when his gaze flickers 
to him. 


Unlike the previous outfit, this 
one has a more tailored feel, the colour 
scheme still tying the mini collection 
together along with certain elements on 
the finishes. The white shirt he is wearing 
now is still rather loose on his arms, the 
collar slightly higher but still showing off 
his collarbones, yet over it, he has a 
tightly fitted blue vest, golden 
embroideries framing the shiny buttons 
at the front. The pants are a light beige 
and an even slimmer cut than the 
previous, held securely by a brown 
leather belt and with a golden chain 
hanging off his right hip, the boots from 
before remaining. It’s not as intricate as 
the other outfit, but it’s still elegant, 
polished, and seeing it on Shouto, with 
the same make-up and styling, Izuku is 


once again rendered a little stupid. 


“You look like a modern prince.” 
He blurts, blushing slightly at the 
mindless comment, but Mina seems to 
enjoy it immensely. 


“Yes! That’s it! Thank you!” She 
all but shouts beside him, shaking him by 
the shoulder excitedly. “I want my clothes 
to make people feel expensive and like 
they absolutely own any room they walk 
into! Like they’re the kings and queens of 
the place.” 


Shouto hums curiously, his eyes 
shining with interest as he steps even 
closer. “I can feel that. These are 
comfortable, easy to move in, and they 
are exceptionally well made. But more 
than that, | feel good wearing them.” 


“That’s great. Thank you!” She 
beams, clapping her hands _ together. 
“Hadou-san is gonna need a bit more 
help getting into her next outfit, but you 
two can get started here, if you'd like. 
Todoroki-san is a natural, and | trust 
Midoriya-san’s judgement when it comes 
to the pictures.” 


As she walks away, Shouto nods 
to himself and Izuku’s lips curve into a 


satisfied smile. “You like her, don’t you?” 


“She’s talented.” 


“| told you. Think you’re going to 
want to work with her for the collection 
then?” 


“I’m thinking yes. Thank you for 
introducing us. | already thought she was 
promising from when we met for the 
adjustments, but seeing her passion for 
the clothes and the people wearing 
them... | really think she is what I’m 
looking for.” 


“Good.” Izuku balances on the 
balls of his feet, feeling light with the joy 
that floods into his veins at the mere 
thought of Shouto’s collection being that 
much closer to becoming a reality. “It’s 
going to be amazing, Shouto-kun. | can 
already see it; you’re going to take the 
world by storm!” 


“We are, Izuku. We’re in this 
together.” 


Feeling his cheeks warm even 
further, Izuku stares down at his feet, a 
goofy smile creeping onto his lips as he 
hums in agreement and walks to his 
camera once again, gesturing for Shouto 
to get ready for the next shots. His 
boyfriend promptly obeys, gently 
caressing Izuku’s arm as he walks by 
him and sending his heart into overdrive 
from that simple gesture alone. Shouto 
will never stop making his breath catch 
or his heart skip a beat, even now that 
they are together, but it is ridiculous how 


little can draw such a reaction out of him. 


Feeling the need to procure 
some sort of payback, and noting that no 
one else is within ear-shot, just when 
Shouto sits down on one of the stone 
benches, resting his elbows on his 
knees, Izuku calls for his boyfriend’s 
attention. 


The moment he looks up into the 
camera, Izuku runs his tongue over his 
lips, readying the camera. 


“Smile for me, love,” he tells him, 
and just as he expected, Shouto’s eyes 
widen just a little, a blotchy pink dusting 
over his cheeks with the disarming 
embarrassment, and Izuku snaps his 
perfect candid shot. 


There is no way this would be 
approved for the promotional spreads, 
but that doesn’t mean Izuku can’t keep it 
in his own personal collection. It has 
been growing for a while, ever since they 
became friends, but with his developing 
feelings, the number of pictures in his 
album started increasing at a much 
faster rate. Now that they are together, 
it's even worse, but Izuku certainly isn’t 
complaining about running out of space 
when he can just get more albums to fill 
with his  boyfriend’s beautiful face. 
Shouto might have something to say 
about the lack of his own, but Izuku is a 


photographer, he feels at home behind 
the camera, not in front of it. 


Shouto will just have to deal with 


Once Mina returns with Nejire, 
they finish up the shoot with no incidents, 
even if Shouto takes a moment to gather 
his wits after Izuku’s cheeky comment. 
As he puts away his equipment, Shouto 
lets Mina know he will be more than 
happy to work with her on his collection, 
if she is still interested. 


“Are you kidding? | would be 
thrilled!” She takes his hand in a firm 
shake, and Izuku lets out a contented 
sigh, carefully placing his camera and 
lenses in their cases. “Just name the day 
you want to work out the details, and I'll 
be there.” 


“’m glad to hear that. Are you 
free in the next month at all?” Shouto 
suggests, the smile evident in his voice, 
even if Izuku hadn’t been staring at him 
adoringly anyway. 

“Does the second work for you?” 


“Perfect.” 


“Then it’s a date.” She giggles 
excitedly. 


Once they bid their farewells, 


Shouto walks beside Izuku, lacing their 
fingers together once they are out of 
everyone’s sight. Izuku feels his entire 
being come alive with the fireworks that 
burst in his chest whenever he feels the 
warmth of Shouto’s hands in his. 


“This is really happening, huh?” ~ PHOTOGI TB ge et MODEL 
Shouto asks, a little disbelieving still, and —~ : 


Izuku squeezes his hand reassuringly. ee Hl A 
“And you deserve it.” nes | = ' lm ) _ 


They exchange a small smile 
between them, their eyes filled with love 
for each other and excitement for what’s 
to come. Izuku really wants to kiss him 
right now, but it will have to wait. They 
are one step closer to freely expressing 
their love now. Just a little while longer... 
It will most certainly be worth the wait. 


TODOROKI SHOUTO 


Photo Credit: @Muti_Art 


Under One Roof: 


The Life of a Model 
and a Photographer 


Written by: Spada 
Rated: G 
Tags: Interview Format, Q & A Style 


The fashion industry has never failed to disappoint, 
and this year brings another newsworthy duo we just can’t 
seem to ignore. Present Mic, host of “Put Your Hands Up” 
Radio, came in to interview star model, Todoroki Shouto, 
along with his photographer, Midoriya Izuku. 


Alright! Let’s jump right in! First question: How did 
you get into modeling and photography 


respectively? 


T: I’ve been a model since I was a child under my father’s 
influence, but I would say I “got into” modeling just a few 
years back, when I met Midoriya. After I was able to choose 
what to model for myself, I fell in love with expressing 
different emotions and messages through clothing. 
Something clicked once I realized that when I modeled for my 
own passions, the work wasn’t dreary or tiresome; it was truly 
fun and inspiring. 


M: Photography in general has been part of my life since I 
was young! I remember admiring my father’s photos 
whenever he travelled around the world so I tried picking up 
a camera he gave me as a present. I had the best time taking 
pictures of anything and everything around the house and 
whenever I went outside. Even during my high school and 
college years, I’d carry around my camera twenty-four seven! 


There was just something about being able to capture the 
beauty of people and objects through the lens that made me 
become passionate about it. 


What’s the overall process of a photoshoot? 


M: A lot of it involves planning it out, actually. We'll meet up 
with the rest of our team and just sit down to talk: what do we 
want to express in our next photoshoot? What styles do we 
want to create? That sort of stuff. From there, we'll come up 
with an outline in which we start adding the specifics and 
details before starting the actual work and preparations. 


T: In terms of the actual photoshoot, it’s simply carrying out 
that plan. We have the clothes, the staff, the equipment, and 
at that point we simply do what we agreed on. Surprisingly, 
itll take a whole day, or even a few, with most of the time 
spent on preparation before we take photos, and even then, 
we take hundreds of shots to see which pose, position, and 
scene look best to fit our planned image. 


So much work! Kudos to the both of you! Now, for 
Todoroki: What do you mainly focus on during the 
photoshoot? 


T: I focus on what I can do to create the image and 
atmosphere I want to convey with my clothes, and that comes 
from posing and expressions. A simple shift can do a lot to 
change the image I convey, so I have to always practice 
looking at the mirror and making sure I’m satisfied with what 
I’m showing to the audience. 


And what about you, Midoriya? 
M: Of course, it’s trying to get Todoroki’s best side while also 


highlighting the shoot’s key features! I usually work with the 
staff to set everything up in the way we planned, and we'll 


make a few adjustments here and there and talk things out unbelievable, and I don’t think I could even describe how 
during the shoot. Not only am I in charge of the camera, but I beautiful it was in words. 

also work with graphic designers and editors to fix up the 
photos so they’re the best they can be! 


Nice, nice. And lastly, any upcoming collaborations 
or projects you can reveal to our readers? 


Speaking of staff, who do you mainly work with 
(besides each other)? 


T: There’s something that I have been working on with Izuku 
that we can’t reveal quite yet, but both of us are excited to 
show you guys soon. 


M: If you're talking about the photoshoots themselves, we 
have the whole crew; from lights, makeup, and hair, to props 
and equipment, we have a lot of members who work with us. 
Depending on the line, fashion designers will come with us 
during the shoot as well! Not only that, we work with a lot of 
other models within the industry for our collabs, such as Eri 
or Midnight! 


M: I've been having such a hard time trying to keep quiet 
about it. All I can say is that you won’t be expecting it. At all. 
It'll probably be revealed once this interview is published, so 
we hope you'll support us at that time! 


T: Aside from that, we have many partners and friends within 
the industry, like those from the Iida Agency or the 
Yaoyorozu family. Many of the business aspects of the job 
have been handled by them, and we would never have gotten 
this far without their support. 


Amazing! Unfortunately, that’s all the time we 
have for you two. We’re looking forward to seeing 
your brand new project in the future. Check out the 
next issue for more updates on our favorite duo. 
Until next time, keep your hands up! 


What is your favorite part of the job? 


T: This may be unexpected, but it’s the planning process. 
While people might think it’s tedious work, I find it the most 
exciting part of the whole job. Being able to brainstorm and 
think of what will become a reality makes me look forward to 
the photoshoot and the results. Seeing our dream becoming a 
reality is one of the best feelings. 


M: For me, I truly enjoy the traveling aspect of being a 
photographer. The two of us always plan out what kind of 
atmosphere and message we want to portray, and a lot of it 
depends on where we are. I think my favorite spot was 
definitely at the Uyuni Salt Flats in Bolivia, when we did one 
of our summer shoots a while back. The scenery was 
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Todoroki or Midoriya: 
Who Are You More Like? 


Quiz by: Yuusuno 

This quiz focuses primarily on your working style and mentality to 

determine your final result. Answer these 10 questions to find out 
who you better relate to: the model or the photographer! 


Question #1 


When doing work (eg. homework, projects), do you prefer 
working by yourself or with others? 


a 2 3 = 5 


You find working Working with 
by myself to be others seems 
more enjoyable! like more fun! 


Question #2 


When something needs to get done (and the deadline isn't in 
the next few days), how focused are you on the task? 


el 2 3 4 3 


Super focused! 

You rather get it 

done and over 
with ASAP. 


Easily distracted! 
You can only get 
work done when the 
deadline is close. 


Question #3 
When trying to express your ideas to someone else, do you 
convey it better with words or actions? 


1 2 3 4 5 


Words! 
Talking really helps 
with getting the 
main point across. 


Actions! 
Your feelings go 
through better 
when you act it out. 


Question #4 
When you think of a new idea that you like, do you simply note 
it down for later or immediately start obsessing over it? 


1 2 3 4 5 


Think about it 
later! You need 
to find time to 
properly brainstorm 
about the idea. 


Start thinking 

about it now! 

Better to write 
everything down 
while it's still fresh. 


Question #5 


You just came back from a tiring day of work and feel a need to 
take a breather. Would you rather go outside for a breath of 
fresh air or stay inside and chill out? 


1 2 3 4 5 


Go out! 
You need to move 
around after being 
holed up inside all day. 


Stay in! 
The comforts of 
your bed can do 
wonders for you. 


Question #6 


Do you agree that anyone can work in their dream job if they 
try hard enough? 


1 2 3 4 5 


Agree! 
Hardwork and 
determination will 
usually prevail 
at the end. 


Disagree! 

It's very unlikely 
with the potential 
number of obstacles 
in your way. 


Question #7 


Are you more of a night owl or an early bird? 


1 2 3 4 5 


Night owl! 
Staying awake 
at night feels 
more natural to you 


Early bird! 
Waking up early 
seems like second 
nature to you 


Question #8 
How does your workspace typically look like? 
1 2 3 4 5 
Cluttered! 
You don't mind 


the mess and it's a 
bother to clean up 


Organized! 
A neat and tidy 
space puts you 
in a good mood 


Question #9 


Which would you choose: A high-paying job that you have no 
intense liking for OR a low-paying job that you are passionate 
about? 


1 2 2 4 5 


High-pay! 
Money is very 
important if you 
want to live 
comfortably 


Low-pay! 
Doing something you 
really love everyday 
is enough to compensate 
for the lower salary 


Question #10 


Do you find yourself dabbling in various hobbies or just 
concentrating on mastering a single one? 


i 2 3 4 5 


Dabbling! 
You want to try out 
as many different 
things as you can 


Mastering! 
You will learn to fully 
enjoy something if 
you take it seriously 


Results 


To find out who you're more like, add up the points from the 
10 questions to obtain your final score. 


Example: 

Question #7 

Are you more of a night owl or an early bird? 
1 2 3 4 5 


Night owl! Early bird! 


If you picked 3 on a scale of 1 to 5, you get 3 points. 


If your total score is: 
Score of <30 


You are more like Todoroki! 

You have a more practical outlook on life and tend to make 
more rational decisions. It's sometimes hard for you to get 
motivated, so taking it slow is more of your way to go. Some 
nice quiet time alone allows you to unwind from the busyness 
of life more easily. 


Score of 230 


You are more like Midoriya! 

You are quite optimistic and proactive, often listening to your 
heart rather than your mind. It's either go big or go home for 
any task you set your mind to, no matter the reward at the end 
of it. The company of others and lively atmosphere give you a 
real sense of excitement in your life. 
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Editor's Spotlight: 
Todoroki Talks KEYS to Success 


Written by: Wolfkeeper989 
Rated: G 
Tags: Brief mentions of hospitals, Hints at past child abuse 


The shoot set is buzzing with activity and at the center of it all are two 
people, one well-known and one not so familiar. The familiar is the esteemed 
model, Todoroki Shouto. The other is a small child, with hair just as white as 
Todoroki's, and red eyes. On her forehead, a red birthmark that looks like a tiny 
horn, seemingly parallel to the scar on Todoroki's face. Hers on the right side and 
small, his on the left and rather large. Young Eri is set to be the face of a newly 
created charity, ChromaKEY. 


ChromakEY is a children’s charity focused on positive self-image and the 
treatment of congenital birth defects that are life threatening. It seems like a 
strange change of pace for a model once hailed as ‘a sculpted masterpiece that 
would make Greek sculptors weep in envy’ and ‘exotic perfection.’ But then again, 
Todoroki Shouto’s journey as a model has been anything but perfect. 


“Oh, it has been a real ride, to say the least,” he says, when asked about 
his journey. 


| first met him as an up and coming model through a mutual friend, 
Yamada Hizashi. Back then, he had been professional but aloof. Interviewers of 
the past regarded him as cold, and statue-like, even. | noticed that his responses 
were stilted and rehearsed, none of them his own thoughts. With the perfectly 
made up face and expressionless eyes, he reminded me of a doll. 


However, the young man before me bears little resemblance to the one | 
met then. His eyes glow with life, posture relaxed as he sits on a loveseat across 
from me, a part of a set that will be used later. This version has a face devoid of 
heavy makeup, just a simple foundation of powder to ward off the camera’s 
glare. A bright, proud scar stands out on his face. But it is somehow befitting, a 


a part of him as much as his ethereal beauty that many a fashion blogger loves 
to rhapsody about. 


But according to Todoroki, it had not always been so easy to wear. 

“This scar was the result of an abusive past and it wore on me a lot. | was 
forced to cover it, to be ashamed of it and myself in the process. | used to be at 
shoots hours ahead of time and forced into a chair as two people basically glued 
a mask on my face,” he says, voice strained. He looks visibly shaken. 


“A mask?” | can’t help but ask. He nods. 


“Yes, latex pieces that smoothed the scar out. Then makeup went on top 
of that. | wore it so often that | eventually developed an allergy to it. Once | had 


to be taken to the hospital because my eye had swollen shut,” he explains quietly. 
To my surprise, Todoroki's partner in life and work, Midoriya Izuku, had joined us. 


He says nothing, just sitting by the model's side. Offering some form of comfort 
for Todoroki. The haunted look recedes a bit, replaced with a determined gleam. 


“But once | struck out on my own, | continued to sort of lean on old 
habits. Still hiding myself, my real self, behind props and other safe alternatives 
to the latex. But then | met Izuku,” he says, a small smile coming to his face. It 
changes his expression, and it becomes apparent why he still has such a strong 
presence in the fashion world despite being so young and self supported. 


“You have mentioned multiple times that Midoriya-san has had a huge 
impact on the way you look at your work,” | say as the aforementioned 
photographer turns crimson. 


“Not just my work, but what | can do with it... what | can do as myself. 
Midoriya-san has a part of himself in everything he does, even his career. He 
made me realize that | could be myself throughout everything that | do. All of 
Todoroki Shouto can be present as long as | want to be present,” he says after a 
moment, seeming contemplative as he searched for the words. 


“That is a strange way of speaking of yourself,” | mention. Todoroki nods. 


“For a long time, Todoroki Shouto, the model, was the only one that 
existed in everyone's mind. Even my own. The scarred child who just wanted to 
be anywhere but where he was, was shoved down. It was a long time before 
Todoroki Shouto meant and felt like me, not a stage name,” he admits. As a 
former model, | can understand exactly the sort of dichotomy that young 
Todoroki is referring to. 


For the longest time, Midnight became all that everyone, including 
myself, could see. It took some self-imposed isolation and reflection to learn that 
Kayama Nemuri was just as important as Midnight, if not more so. | am once 
again finding myself amazed by this young man’s strength and resilience. It was 
one of the many reasons that | wanted my first magazine exclusive to feature his 
and Izuku’s journey together. His story is vitally important to the fashion world. 
Models need to be reminded that they are just as important to their work as their 
pictures are. 


“| can understand that. | have been there myself,” | admit as he finishes 
speaking. “We have mainly talked about the scar, but there is also another unique 
feature about you that has garnered a lot of attention. Your coloring. The proper 
name, of course, is heterochromia, correct?” 

iViesaa 

“This look is completely natural?” 


He nods. 


“Some people claim that it is a dye job... and other things...” | tease, 
knowing full well that it is nonsense. Todoroki takes the teasing goodnaturedly. 


“The only time | had dye near my hair was when | did a photoshoot with a 
really picky designer. He kept getting angry because my hair clashed with all his 
clothes!” He chuckles. “Although, | did wear extensions for a feudal inspired shoot 
once. But yes, this is me!” 


“That is interesting. So you have full heterochromia?” 


“Yes. The coloring on my right side came from my mother and the left 
from my father. While it is not as controversial as the scar, it has its own history. 
As it is rumored, | have a rather negative relationship with my father. So, you can 
imagine...” 


“Of course, you would have rather complicated feelings about having his 
coloration,” | say completing his statement. He nods. 


“Yes, | did. But Midoriya-san reminded me often that | am myself and that 
| should embrace all of it. Those conversations would eventually lead to the 
creation of my ChromaKEY Foundation.” 


“I still say it sounds like a new make-up line!” Midoriya-san giggles. 
Todoroki rolls his eyes but smiles fondly nonetheless. 


“So, it does!” | laugh. “But of course, ChromakKEY is actually the children’s 
charity you launched a few months ago. You are doing the first campaign shoots 


today.” 


“Yes, we are! We are working with a young girl that Midoriya-san 
introduced me to!” 


“Her name is Eri! She really is a beautiful little girl. We met when | did a 
Christmas shoot at a hospital for a class project! She was so sweet and has this 


energy about her that | just love,” Midoriya gushes. Shouto nods in agreement. 


“Yes, she is so determined to make things better. She went through a 
really traumatic situation and she refused to speak at times...” Todoroki explains. 


“But now she is bubbly and ready to help all the time,” Midoriya says 
excitedly. 


“She gets it from you,” Todoroki teases, his partner once again turning an 
adorable red. 


“Does not!” he protests. 


“If it wasn't for you, we would not be talking about the charity now,” 


Todoroki insists. 
“So, the charity was Midoriya-san’s idea?” | ask. 


Midoriya shakes his head vehemently. “No! No! It was all Todoroki-san’s 
idea, | helped give it some shape, maybe.” 


“| knew | wanted to do more with my fame... be more than the expensive 
face my father wanted. But | wasn’t sure how to do it. I-I| wanted to do more than 
just making empty donations like my father did. Midoriya-san asked me a 
question. He asked me what would | have wished for as a child? And for the 
record, he refused to let me say a different dad.” he jokes. Todoroki joking a far 
cry from the frozen person person | spoke to last time. All the ice from before 
melted away. How much of that thawing was the photographer responsible for 
and how much of it was being out from under his father’s rigid control? Midoriya 
playfully swats him on the back of the head in response and Todoroki laughs. 
“But | did think about it.” 


“| think he thought about it a little too hard... the couple shoots following 
that required a lot of re-dos,” Midoriya chuckles. Todoroki looks abashed at the 
accusation. 


“Anyway, as | thought about it, the thing that kept coming to my mind 
was... different face... different hair...” he says. “| just didn’t want to look like me. 
But then | remember how often people talked about my looks and how they 
wanted them. Suddenly, | am taking a nose dive into appearance and beauty 
discourse. | realized that appearance was something a lot of people struggled 
with. | mean, at a glance, | should have understood that— my whole life and 
career has been revolved around appearance. But | think that | was so used to the 
manufactured nature of the profession that | sort of became disconnected from 
the idea that | was selling an appearance alongside the clothing | was showing 
off. | am not just a mannequin. | am a person who happened to be born with 
crazy looks that someone capitalized on,” he explains, in a rush. 


“| can see that,” | say. 


He nods before continuing, surprisingly animated, “| am held up as some 
kind of goal! Here's this heterochromatic guy over here, look at how beautiful he 


is! You be him! How?! How are they supposed to be me? Hair dye? Contacts? | 
really would not recommend trying to recreate this,” he half jokes, pointing to 
the scar wrapping around his left eye. “Sure they can copy me but they can't be 
me... there is so much more to me than that... so much more to them that only 
they can bring to the world.” 


The passion in the model's eyes is something to behold. This is something 
dear to his heart and | immediately understand why. This was the crux of 
Todoroki's journey to discover himself and what kind of life and career he 
wanted. Slowly coming to embrace everything that he hated about himself, and 
using it to fuel his continued forward momentum. Midoriya having been an 
unexpected catalyst in all of this. 


“And you say Eri gets it from me,” huffs Midoriya, despite a beaming smile 
full of admiration and pride clearly showing that he is not the least bit put out. It 
is as if Todoroki is coming out of a trance. He blinks before blushing. 


“A-Anyway, through my study of the discourse | learned about a lot of 
initiatives and organizations that were already working on self-acceptance and 
self-esteem and the like. So, what could | do that was different? Then | stumbled 
onto an article about me— or rather my scar. This was on a personal blog of a 
young woman who had vitiligo, a skin disorder. She said | was an inspiration to 
her. | was a top ranked model with a scar. That had a profound effect on me. 
Suddenly, | knew what | wished | had as a child, the confidence | have now in who 
| am and what | looked like. Or, at least, a cheerleader like Midoriya-san.” 


“Hush, | am not that special,” Midoriya protests. 


“So | came back with a flimsy thought of starting a charity for children 
who were scarred, born with skin conditions, and the like. Between Midoriya-san, 
the lida family, and myself the charity started to take some shape. Now here we 
are ready to shoot for the campaign. | am super excited about it.” 


“| can tell. So, where did the name come from?” 
“Well, another aspect of the charity is | want to encourage more non- 


traditional models in the industry. Then, of course, this is my profession and 
some would argue my life so | wanted a name to reflect that. | tried on my own 


for a while and nothing seemed to fit what | was looking for. So, naturally, | went 
to Midoriya-san and he just sighed.” 


Midoriya refutes this. 


“But, | asked him for some photography terms, just to see if something 
stood out. He threw out a few but he laughed when he mentioned chroma key 
and | said it sounded nice. | still don’t know why...” he trails off. Midoriya, on the 
other hand, is snickering in delight. After a moment, | realize what is amusing the 
photographer. 


“Heterochromia,” | snort. Todoroki blinks before groaning. 


“Completely ignoring that | am a bit dense...” Todoroki sighs, Midoriya 
finally gives in to his giggles. “When he explained what it was, it fit.” Chroma key 
is a computer method, utilizing a green or blue screen and software to add 
effects and backgrounds to movies, usually, but it can be used on pictures. 


“So, we had this idea with such a tool anyone can be anything, including 
their best self,” Midoriya chimes in. “But that could easily be misconstrued, so we 
made key an acronym. KEY stands for Kindly Elevating Yourself. This encapsulates 
the charity's goal, encouraging those with disorders and scars to be kind to 
themselves and elevate their experiences to positive ones." 


“Ah! How clever! So, how will this tie into the launch of your clothing 
line?” | inquire. 


“Well, some of the proceeds from the line will be given to the charity! It 
will eventually fund enrichment programs. The first will be a medical fund to help 
pay for children with life threatening disfigurements or scars to get corrective 
surgeries,” explains Todoroki. 


“That is a wonderful initiative. So, what you are wearing is from the 
clothing line, you look amazing, might | add!” Todoroki grins at my comment. He 
is wearing a long sleeved shirt, crisp white in color. A shawl vest in simple gray 
falls over that, draping down past his dark blue skinny jeans. 


“Thank you! Yes, | am wearing clothing from the TDDK line! It is designed 


by Ashido Mina. This line is about freedom of choice. A lot of the pieces are 
meant to be worn by anyone. Mixed and matched,” he explains. 


“That is bound to be an intriguing, yet possibly controversial point of this 
line,” | respond. He laughs. 


“| hope so!” he adds. 


“Will the young ambassador for your charity be dressed in the line as 
well?” | ask as Midoriya is drawn away by the eager young lady. Her skirt swishing 
as she walks and talks with the photographer. Her blouse a simple lavender with 
a cartoon slice of cake on it. 


“No! Eri is wearing the Comfort Food kids line by a friend of Mina’s, Indi. 
They are silly little positive puns featuring food. Cake, fruit, and the like. It’s 
meant to uplift and comfort at the same time,” he says. 


“Aww, that sounds adorable! | am glad we got a chance to sit down and 
talk today, Todoroki-san! Thank you for your time! It seems that you are well on 
your way to making a true impact on the industry! | wish you luck!” 


“Thank you for this wonderful opportunity as well, Kayama-san! | have 
enjoyed our conversation,” he says, before heading after Midoriya and Eri, a small 
satisfied smile in place. 


The TDDK line is set to launch in the coming months, a charity benefiting 
from its success. In a lot of ways, Todoroki Shouto is once again starting over. But 
this time, there is a direction for him to take that is purely driven by his own 
ambitions. Ambitions centered around offering more to the world and the people 
around him. No longer hiding who he is or what his wants are, the world will get 
a chance to see who Todoroki Shouto really is. 
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He's captured in 
the photos, but 
he captures and 
demands the 
attention of those 
on the other side 
of the lens. 


Shouto Todoroki 
poses in front of the 
camera with a grace 
and poise that only 
years of honing one's 
skill can accomplish. 
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Written by: Jasey 
Rated: T 


Tags: Mild-Moderate Depiction of a Panic Attack, Feeling 


Overwhelmed, Secret Dating, Hurt/Comfort 


Izuku tucks his chin into his 
coat as he exits his car, the bitter bite 
of winter wind harsh against his 
cheeks. It whips his wild hair around, 
flipping strands into his eyes until he 
gets to the blessed respite of the front 
door to the studio. 

His glasses fog up when the 
heat hits his near frost-bitten face, 
numb fingers reaching up to clear 
them as_ he walks, expertly 
sidestepping obstacles long since 
mapped 
having run into them) on his way to 
the set. 

He's just gotten all of his 
camera pieces unpacked when Shouto 


(mostly from previously 


breezes in, with a dark, knit hat over 
windswept hair and one of Izuku's 
jackets on, riding a little too short for 
the style that it’s intended for and 
hanging loose on his slender frame. 

Walking in wearing my clothes 
isn't exactly keeping us a secret, love. 
Izuku tuts internally, a fond smile on 
his face as he checks his memory 
card. He sees Shouto shed the jacket 
and the crimson scarf, his posture 
slightly hunched as he heads towards 
Izuku. 


There's not many _ people 
around yet, but Izuku is still surprised 
when slender arms wrap around his 
waist, an ice cold cheek pressing 
against his neck. Shouto usually 
doesn't do this at work and it has 
Izuku's eyebrows furrowing. 

"You ok?" Izuku turns in the 
hold, Shouto's arms lax around his 
middle. The other man looks up but 
doesn't respond, keeps his mouth in a 
pressed line, eyes not quite on Izuku's 
face. Izuku glances in his periphery 
before thumbing over Shouto's cheek, 
the tip of his finger brushing the 
shadows beneath Shouto's eyes. "Did 
you sleep?" 

His boyfriend shrugs as the 
door opens, a wisp of cold air flowing 
in, brushing Shouto's arms away with 
its 

Izuku watches as Shouto turns 
and heads to makeup where a glitter 
enthusiastic blonde will be waiting for 
him. 

They don't have a large studio, 
it’s a few rooms, a space for each 
member of their small team and that's 
it. Despite his money, Shouto hadn't 
wanted 


something lavish. 


Extravagance was what he had under 
his father. Here, he wanted something 
homier. Something more intimate. 

It showed in their shoots. 
There's an ease in Shouto's posing 
that was never there in his older 
work, a comfort in the styles he 
chooses despite them actually being 
quite bold. There's familiarity in the 
gentle smiles he gives the camera, 
softness in the lines of his face and 
subtle curves of his body. It's like as 
his scar was allowed to blossom and 
make itself known, so was the genuine 
Shouto, the personality that was 
always hiding beneath the iceberg 
facade. 

Working with Shouto, most of 
the time, is easy. He takes to the 
camera like a bird to the air or a fish 
in the sea. He lets the lighting, 
makeup and wardrobe departments 
do what they need to do without 
micromanaging, trusting each in kind 
to know their craft, just as Shouto 
knows his own. 

Izuku isn't sure if it's natural 
talent, or just practiced from how 
many years he's done it, but Shouto 
doesn't often need a whole lot of 
direction. 

It's sometimes hard _ to 
remember what Shouto was like in the 
beginning, to connect the almost 
awkward and stilted mannequin of the 
past to the warm person who was 
hiding underneath the dense_ icy 
exterior. The scared, timid boy 
masked in indifference and attitude 
with the one who makes bad puns and 
only eats three kinds of foods. Who 


won't stop watching bad rom-coms 
and whispering cheesy lines in Izuku's 
ear beneath thick blankets on the 
couch. 

He can't see makeup from 
here, but he still finds himself looking 
that way, as if his brain forgets he 
doesn’t have x-ray vision; that he can’t 
see through the walls. His chest 
grows warm thinking about his 
boyfriend, at how much progress he’s 
made, how much he’s accomplished 
so quickly. 

He’s incredible. 

As more people filter in, Izuku 
returns to task, not wanting another 
joking scolding about being prepared 
and on schedule, though for whatever 
reason it doesn't seem Shouto is in 
the mood. 

He has all of his lenses set 
out, his tripod and mono-pod should 
he need them, has his _ flashes 
arranged and is halfway through 
cleaning them, his lip tugged between 
his teeth as his eyes roam to the 
clock. 

They're ten minutes behind. 

Shouto's spent much more 
time getting ready than he ever has 
before. 
watch, 
testing to make sure the one on the 
wall isn't just fast. 

He's about to ask after him 


Izuku checks his 


when Shouto finally turns the corner, 


Aoyama and _ Uraraka following 
behind, sharing odd glances with each 
other. Shouto is sharply dressed, a 
navy-blue suit that’s been 


immaculately tailored, highlighting his 


trim waist and his broad shoulders, 
following his slender frame like it was 
made just for his body. His hair is 
expertly ‘windswept,’ the dual colors 
artistically twined, but those are 
about the only things put together 
about him. 

Shouto almost looks... dazed. 
Here but not here. 
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Images flip behind Izuku's lids 
like an animation, a mirage of the 
photos he's seen before he and Shouto 
met playing over the real one in front 
of him. 

Izuku pinches his bottom lip 
between his thumb and forefinger. As 
Shouto's photographer, he shouldn't 
care. He should accept that the model 
will know his limits and Izuku should 
just do his own job. But as Shouto's 
boyfriend... he wants to go help. He 
wants to touch and talk and make 
whatever is hanging over Shouto like 
a foreboding rain cloud dissipate. He 
wants to tell everyone they'll do this 
in ten, that he needs Shouto for a 
minute. 

He waits for any indication, 
any silent signal Shouto may try to 
send, but none come. 


Izuku's gotten good at reading 
Shouto, at seeing between the lines of 
what he says, but he's still not a mind 
reader. He crouches down and gets 
into position. 

It's almost immediately 
apparent something is off. Shouto's 
too stiff, his body moving like a plastic 
doll instead of the fluidity that usually 
graces him. Even with the time in 
makeup, the shadows aren't falling 
right, are making him seem hollow 
instead of alluring. Though maybe 
that's just Izuku. 

A glance around the room 
shows him that he’s not the only one 
seeing issues. 

Izuku motions for a change in 
lighting, maybe something softer, and 
urges Shouto to try sitting on the 
bench on set instead of standing. 

It doesn't help. 

Everything is clashing, the 
normal eclectic nature of Shouto's 
typical shoots just look like chaos 
instead. It's like looking at a car 
crash, at twisted metal and shattered 
glass. It makes him almost want to 
look away, but his eyes are stuck on 
the scene. 

Little by little, whatever is 
eating at Shouto hits nerves. Izuku 
can see the little pinch between his 
eyebrows, the lock in his jaw, the way 
he tugs at his tie and his chest rises 
and falls a little too emphatically. 

"Maybe we should take a 
break?" Izuku offers, stepping away 
from the tripod. 

"Are we done yet?" Shouto's 
voice isn't... angry. It's not fiery. It's 


just tinder doused in gasoline. A fuse 
about to blow. 

The spark comes with an 
offhand comment from one of the 
newer crew members, crass but not 
particularly ill meaning. But Izuku 
knows. He knows, that even before he 
makes it back to watching Shouto, 
that the tinder--the fuse--has been lit. 
What he sees after is wreckage. 

Shouto isn’t looking at who 
spoke. He's not looking at anything. 
His body looks like he's been turned 
to stone, shot through with a lightning 
strike. 

Oh fuck. 

Izuku slings his camera onto 
his back and walks forward with much 
more certainty than he feels. Every 
neuron in his brain is firing, working 
over memories and whispered secrets, 
all the times he's done this in the 


dark, talking Shouto down from 


nightmares and anxiety attacks. 
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Wondering how best to do this. How 
to calm Shouto down without showing 
everyone they're together. He sees 
everyone in his periphery, eyes wide 
and mouths open, exchanging hushed 
whispers and questioning gazes. 

Izuku crouches in front of Shouto, and 
tilts his head so he can look at absent 
grey and blue eyes. 

"Hey, Shouto. It's Izuku, I'm 
gonna touch you so we can go to your 
dressing room okay?" Izuku moves his 
hands as much in Shouto's visual field 
as he can, lets them wrap around cool 
fingers. He stays like this a moment, 
his thumbs stroking over the tops of 
Shouto's hands. He urges Shouto to 
stand, wincing at the wheezing sound 
that whistles past Shouto's lips, the 
way those mismatched eyes bloom 
with tears, a dam seconds from 
cracking. 

Izuku places his hand at the 
small of Shouto's back, his other still 
holding Shouto's as he leads him to 
privacy. The moment the door clicks 
closed Izuku lets them sink to the 
floor, the hard linoleum biting into his 
knees. He cups wet cheeks in his 
palms and presses their foreheads 
together, takes Shouto's right hand 
and places it over Izuku's chest, 
where he can feel the thrum of his 
heart and the pace of his breathing. 

"It's okay Sho, you're okay. 
You're safe here, it's just me in here 
and friends out there. There's nothing 
to worry about. Just breathe with me 
okay?" Shouto's eyes move frantically, 
his chest still stuck in aborted cycles 
of half inhales and rapid exhales. 


Izuku pulls Shouto in, lets his 
head rest on _ Izuku's _ shoulder. 
Shouto's suit is going to be rumpled 
by the time they're done, but that's 
not really Izuku's concern right now. 
Not while Shouto’s hands are going 
rigid like plastic doll hands and 
shaking like leaves in autumn wind. 

"I know you can do this, come 
on Sho. Breathe with me. In two- 
three-four, out two-three-four. Where's 
your fidget thing?" Shouto doesn't say 
anything, but Izuku sees his eyes flick 
towards the back wall, where his 
messenger bag is hanging. "I'll be 
right back." 

Izuku presses it into Shouto's 
hand, lets somewhat nimble fingers 
play over it, soft clicks and whirs, the 
sound of rough skin running over 
smooth plastic, stuttered movements 
clacking awkwardly as the tenseness 
in his hand keeps his motions from 
going quite how he wants them. 

Izuku keeps up a_ steady 
stream of assurances as _ Shouto's 
breathing calms. Even as he hiccups 
and tries to swallow down aborted 
little sobs, Izuku talks and holds. His 
hand runs up and down Shouto's back 
at the same pace as his breathing, his 
other hand resting on Shouto's knee. 
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He waits until a couple 
minutes after Shouto's calmed to ask. 

“What happened?" 

Shouto shakes his head, his 
fingers dancing faster. 

"If we don't talk about it, I 
won't know how to help," Izuku urges 
gently, using his finger to catch 
Shouto's chin, tilting it until red 
rimmed eyes and splotchy cheeks 
meet his. All of Aoyama's work 
washed away, eroded and tarnished. 

You're still beautiful. 

"I'm just stressed. It's, it's the 
line and the timing and I- I just 
couldn't keep it together." Shouto's 
sentence trails off, his shoulders 
hunching like he's admitted some 
great sin, as if he's waiting for divine 
judgement. 

"It's okay to feel all of that. I 
know this time of year is hard for you, 
I know there's a lot of pressure but 
just- just talk to us, Sho. The company 
isn't going to end if we push things 
back a few weeks or take a couple of 
days off. And you don’t have to be 
ashamed of still being upset by things. 
It's okay to still be hurt, there's no 
getting over 
everything. You just have to let us 


time frame for 


know how we can help you." Izuku 
brushes away a fresh tear, his smile 
soft as some of the tension ebbs out of 
Shouto. 

Of course, it flares right back 
up again. 

"T made aé_ scene." Izuku 
shrugs at Shouto's words. 

"IT can go make a bigger one if 
it makes you feel better," Izuku adds 


lightly, trying to keep the weight from 

falling back on Shouto's shoulders, his 
smile easy even as his heart pounds. 
“T could knock over the snack table 
again. Or maybe Aoyama’s vanity. Get 
glitter everywhere.” The joke falls flat, 
Shouto’s obvious concern latching too 
deep for shallow humor to dislodge. 

"Do you think they know?" 
Shouto tucks his knees up into his 
chest and like this he doesn't look like 
the supermodel Shouto Todoroki, he 
looks like a boy. A boy who is very 
nervous. Izuku purses his lips, a 
boldness growing in his heart. There's 
not fear in Shouto's eyes, not the way 
there used to be. He doesn't look like 
he's been placed in a line up, or being 
strapped into an executioner's box. 
He's... apprehensive, but he's not 
afraid. 

"T don't think so. I tried to be 
subtle. It's...it's hard though, to keep 
it hidden." Izuku doesn't say 
everything he wants to. How much 
easier it would all be if everyone 
knew. If they didn't have to take 
different cars and stagger their 
arrival times. If they didn't have to 
sneak into each other's apartments, if 
they could have dates in actual places. 
If he could touch Shouto when his 
fingers itch to. If he could reach out 
when he sees the things no one else 
does. He just drops a subtle hint. 

"Tl’ve been thinking lately... 
and, and maybe not today, but, I think, 
I think maybe it's time. To not hide 
anymore." 

Izuku tries not to beam at the 
implications in Shouto’s words. He 


doesn't want Shouto to feel like he has 
to. But damn, it's hard. 

"Yeah?" 

Shouto's eyes shine again 
when he looks up at Izuku's voice, but 
it's a different gleam this time. 

"Yeah." 

Izuku leans in with the 
confirmation, and presses their lips 
together in a salty, chaste kiss, his 
thumb tracing the edge of Shouto's 
scar. 

"T love you." 

The edges of Shouto's mouth 
curl up at that. 

"T love you too." 

This, this is when Izuku thinks 
Shouto is at his most beautiful, not 
when he's primed with makeup and in 
the best clothes, not that he doesn't 
look amazing then, but when he looks 
his absolute best, is when he's happy. 
When he's got that subtle smile that's 
so real and so sincere, that small 
crease at the corners of his eyes, the 
way he glows when he talks about 
how he's in love. 

This is the Shouto that Izuku's 
camera never can quite capture. 

But Izuku's mind won't ever 
forget. 
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Written by: MajesticAnna 
Rated: G 


Tags: Todoroki-centric, Introspective, Fluff, Romantic 


For someone who once claimed to be indifferent towards their 
career, Todoroki Shouto looks very content in front of the camera. His 
sharp jaw and high cheekbones have shifted over time, cold, stoic 
marble now yielding to the river flowing around him. A small smile 
blooms on his face, fitting seamlessly into the peaceful aura of the 


room, the soft lighting glancing off his delicate features. 


Of course, this relaxed behavior on set may be due to who is 
behind the camera, his recently revealed long-time boyfriend, 
photographer Midoriya Izuku. Midoriya calls out directions in between 
bubbles of laughter, the bright tone drawing out small smiles from his 
boyfriend. 


Iam lucky enough to snag some time with Todoroki during a 
perfume advertisement shoot for their debut line, TDDK Style. During a 
break from his shoot, he meets with me away from the camera. He 
drinks from his water bottle as I dive right in on my observation of his 
attitude change during work-hours. 


Todoroki flashes me a wry smile, screwing the cap of his bottle 
back on. “Well, I can’t really take credit for that. It all comes down to 
one person who couldn't take no for an answer.” 


l ask him if he’s implying his boyfriend was the one who 
pushed him. Todoroki hums in agreement before continuing. “He 
doesn’t really let up. He expects the best from me, and he won't stop 
until he gets it. I really admire how focused he is when it comes to his 
job. His dedication really shows through in his work. After all, he’s able 
to make a person like me look amazing in every single photograph.” 


His last sentence strikes me as odd, but before I can comment 
on it, the assistant calls for an end to the break. Todoroki nods his head 
in apology, before running out in front of the cameras. It’s amazing how 
quickly he shifts into a professional mode, the cool demeanor slipping 
onto his skin. There is a slight break in character when Midoriya cracks 
a joke, the faintest twitch of the lips that you wouldn't catch unless you 


were looking for it. 


Todoroki Shouto is, without a doubt, one of the most eye- 
catching models of this day and age. He’s been in countless ads from a 
young age, his model career starting in his youth. His distinct red-and- 
white hair draws attention to his graceful features, and a reddish scar 
surrounds his ice cold blue eye, a contrast to the other eye’s steely grey. 
He truly is a one-in-a-million beauty, but, perhaps, he doesn’t see 


himself this way. 


I see Todoroki again at a coffee shop near his apartment 
complex. He stirs his coffee—iced, one cream, one sugar—and I gather 


the courage to continue our conversation from the other day. 


Instead of being offended, Todoroki laughs quietly, more ofa 
huff of breath than anything else. He pauses for a minute, 
contemplative, before he answers: “It wouldn't be a lie to say that 
Midoriya gave me my life back. My career... when I was younger, I hated 
it more than anything else. Each time I got in front of the camera, I felt 
completely miserable.” He shifts in his seat. I don’t press further, 
because it seems this is uncomfortable for Todoroki to talk about. I 


simply wait, allowing him to gather his thoughts. 


“When I met Midoriya, I didn’t know what I was doing with my 
life anymore. He said he had been a fan of mine, and how he was 
looking forward to working with me. At the time, my modeling got a 
passing grade, and I thought I would simply do my job before leaving 
again. But he wouldn't accept it. He kept pushing me and pushing me, 
giving me directions, instructions, and asking for more and more. He 
wouldn't let me settle for substandard. I liked the challenge in his eyes, 
sol rose to it. After that first session, well.” Todoroki smiles here. “I 
finally felt like I had done a good day’s work. It was the first time I felt 


satisfied after a photoshoot.” 


“Midoriya... he gave me a reason to love modeling again. He 
helped me find my sense of purpose.” 


Inod and murmur my agreement. It seems these two had a 
connection long before they started dating. I decided to shift course a 
bit and ask him how he likes Midoriya’s photography. 


“Oh, wow, he’s amazing.” Todoroki gushes about his favorites 
over the past few years, from a cute dog playing in the grass to a lovely 
window pane reflection, obviously loving to talk about his boyfriend’s 
talented hand. After a while, I notice something peculiar. 


“None of the photos you mentioned feature the ones he takes 
of you.” 


Todoroki blushes, a light tint on his cheek. He fiddles with his 
hands before lifting his gaze. “Well... those are a bit more personal.” 


I want to probe him to continue, but he beats me to the punch. 
“Before I met Midoriya, I didn’t consider myself beautiful. I never 
understood why I was a popular model. Even before I revealed my scar, 
I didn’t consider myself a ‘striking beauty.” 


Todoroki’s tone lightens, and a small smile graces his lips. 
“When I saw Midoriya’s photos of me, I could finally understand. He 
captures a... different side of me, I think. Not the shallow beauty of my 
features, but the inner strength instead. I can see myself in them, and 
they feel real to me.” 


He places a hand to his cheek before he continues. “Seeing this 
new part of me... it made me feel beautiful.” 


“I guess you could say my favorite photo of Midoriya’s is any he 
takes. He puts his all into each image, finding the beauty of life ina 
single frame.” 


Midoriya sees the best in Todoroki when he captures a photo, 
and he can show that beauty to his lover to witness for himself. To 
share a passion with someone, to both be a part of the process, it must 
be truly wonderful. 


The last time I meet with Todoroki, it’s at a small park near a 
lake. The remaining sun rays dance along the horizon, celebrating the 
end to another day. Todoroki and I enjoy the peaceful atmosphere 
before I pose my final questions. 


“How do I feel about my career now?” Todoroki looks ahead, 
not straying to look behind. “I think I have a bright future. With my 


boyfriend, with my career, I am... content.” 


“Working with the lida company has truly been a blessing, and 
I have a lot more freedom in my work life than I did before. Plus, being 
able to work without layers of concealer on my scar is a lot more 
enjoyable.” He laughs, bright and clear. 


Iask him how he believes his relationship has evolved with his 
career, what he has learned over time. 


“I’m happy I can love my job again. I’m happy I can love myself, 
the bad parts and the good.” He tucks a strand of hair behind his ear. 
“And I’m happy I can share that love with someone who asks for 


nothing in return, but who I would still give everything to, anyway.” 


“Life is so much sweeter when you can find joy in it. see the 
beauty in everything now, in my family, in my friends, and in myself. I’m 
thankful to everyone who got me here, and everyone who has stayed 


with me until the end.” 


I let this final statement fill the silence around us. How a cold, 
young man blossomed into a soft, sincere person full of life, we have 
only skimmed the surface of the story. But we do not need to know 
every detail to every story. Love, after all, is often the only reason we 


need to know. 
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If there was something Izuku loved with 
body, mind and soul, it was photography. There was 
something about capturing a single moment in a 
still image that felt like magic, as if he was capturing 
time itself with the blink of a camera shutter. 

His love for photography started when he 
was a child. His father was a famous photographer 
who focused on landscapes, and his dream was to 
show everyone the hidden beauty of the world. 
Because of this, he was always travelling, trying to 
capture the world with his camera. 

Whenever he spent some time in Japan, 
he always brought Izuku to his study, where he 
taught him how to develop pictures, how pictures 
magically appeared on blank paper. He also took 
Izuku to some of his photoshoots across the 
country, teaching him how to capture the world with 
his camera. 

The moment Izuku truly fell in love with it, 
though, was during a photoshoot in spring. His 
father had given him his first camera, and where he 
had taken his first picture of the fluttering petals 
dancing with the breeze. His father had ruffled his 
hair proudly, 


saying he'd become a_ great 


photographer one day. 
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Those words still resonated in his heart, 
giving him hope even in dire times. 

However, not even Izuku’s camera could 
capture time. As time went on, his father’s trips 
became longer, always coming and leaving at the 
blink of an eye, until Midoriya Hisashi stopped 
coming home altogether. Photography became 
taboo in his house, and Izuku put away his camera 
in a dusty box, forgotten in the back of his 
wardrobe. If photography hurt his family so much, 
then he wouldn't pursue it anymore. 

No matter how hard he tried, though, his 
eyes were always drawn to pictures. Checking 
magazines in waiting rooms became his favourite 


pastime, where models posed and smiled with joy. 


Looking back, that was probably why he 
fell in love with the fashion industry. Even today, 
Izuku had no idea how a single person, wearing a 
little make-up and armoured with only their clothes, 
could conjure an ambiance around them more 
breath-taking than nature itself. 

Still, he refused to hold his father's 
camera, no matter how much his fingers itched to 
take pictures again. He feared the person he could 
become, someone who would leave his family 
behind. 

It was Ochako who encouraged him to 
embrace his love for photography again. In middle 
school, she always tried to make excuses to make 
him take pictures. And in high school, she founded 
the Photography Club and nagged him to join her 
for days, to the point of tearing his club request 
sheets if her club wasn’t on the list. It was impossible 
to fight against that. 

After joining the club, Izuku started 
exploring the world with his camera, ready to snap a 
picture of anything he bumped into, any fashion 
style that caught his attention. Then, photography 
competitions came and went, and then it was odd 
jobs as an independent photographer for rising 
designers at college. 

It was then when All Might recruited him, 
and made his dream of becoming a professional 
photographer a bit more of a reality. 

Thanks to All Might's mentorship, Izuku 
started escalating ranks in the fashion world. He 
slowly scored works with more well-known names in 
the industry, and his work started being displayed in 
actual magazines. 

Until Izuku finally got the chance to work 
with none other than Todoroki Shouto. 

If Izuku had to mention someone he 


admired in the fashion business apart from All 


Might, that would be Todoroki Shouto. Debuting at 
the age of ten, he was one of the most influential 
models in the country. His natural dual-coloured 
hair, heterochromatic eyes, and his intense aura 
charmed both professionals and fans alike. 

Shouto had a unique way of modelling. He 
always looked stoic in his pictures, as if he refused to 
smile, and he wore his face scar proudly, like a medal 
instead of a curse. But it was his hypnotic gaze that 
never failed to knock the breath out of Izuku's chest. 
It was as if his eyes looked at him through the paper, 
trespassing the physical barriers of this world. 

Everyone wanted to get their chances to 
work with the elusive model, and Izuku was no 
exception. He wanted to see if he could capture that 
mysterious gaze with his camera as well as those 
eyes which captured his attention. 

Izuku had been scheduled to work on an 
independent shoot with Shouto, a year after the 
model stopped working for Endeavor. Izuku slept for 
two hours that night, his hyperactive mind trying to 
come up with what to say to him. How should he 
address him? Should he be amicable or professional? 
Give a lot of directions or let the photoshoot direct 
for him? 

However, no kind of overthinking would've 


prepared him for Todoroki Shouto. 


To put it nicely, Shouto was completely 


different to what he'd expected. He was cold, rude 


and he had trouble following orders and 
suggestions. He barely talked to anyone unless it 
was required, instead communicating through 
grunts. 

But his personality aside, working with him 
was... surprisingly easy. Shouto moved before Izuku 
could open his mouth, as if he already understood 


the image inside Izuku’s head. No matter the mood 


Izuku wanted to show, Shouto depicted it perfectly. 
And when Shouto stared at his camera, it was as if 
the world around them fell into silence, as if it 
commanded Izuku to pay attention only to him. 

Izuku's camera rapidly fell in love with him. 

But all work had to finish, and by the end 
of the day Izuku was left alone editing the pictures in 
his tiny bedroom, an empty void in his chest. He had 
finally used his once in a lifetime chance of working 
with Shouto, and while he had been a bit thrown 
aback by his personality, Izuku had really enjoyed 
the experience. It was a shame they wouldn't work 
together for a long time, if ever. 

What he didn’t expect was to be called in 
to work with Shouto again in a week. And again. And 
again after that, until Izuku was hired as Shouto’'s 
main photographer. How that happened, Izuku 
wasn’t sure, but he wasn't going to question it. 

As time went on, he got to see glimpses of 
the real Shouto hiding behind the mask. Shouto 
wasn't cold or unfeeling as Izuku had believed, he 
just had trouble interacting with people he didn't 
know well. He didn’t talk to strangers because he 
didn't know what to say, but as soon as he warmed 
up to someone, he was friendly and kind. He was 
intuitive, but also oblivious to the most obvious 
things. 

Shouto adored convenience store food. 
He always sneaked some into the shoot, and he 


refused to share them with anyone, but one day, 


when Izuku was feeling down, he'd offered him his 


melon bread to make him feel better. Izuku felt 
stupidly touched by the kind gesture. 

As a way to return the favour, Izuku invited 
Shouto to his favourite ramen booth, although he 
was pretty sure Shouto would reject him. 


Surprisingly, Shouto accepted, and asked 


him out for dinner on the next week, then it was 
Izuku again... until they were meeting up for dinner 
every Friday night. 

It was then where Izuku realized that he no 
longer just admired Todoroki Shouto, the model, but 
he considered him a good friend. They... clicked, like 
lost pieces of a puzzle. 

Shouto was awkward, kind, and stupidly 


endearing, and Izuku was incredibly drawn to him. 


It was one of those surprisingly normal 
days at their photography studio. Izuku was 
dismounting and cleaning the components of his 
camera when he felt something cold press against 
his arm. He shrieked in surprise, and somehow 
managed not to drop his—very expensive—camera 
lenses. 

"Good job today, Izuku," said Shouto, 
holding a can of iced tea out. 

Izuku didn't remember when Shouto went 
from calling him “You, there,” to “Midoriya,” to 
“Izuku," but he welcomed that change. 

“Thanks, Todoroki-san.” Izuku accepted 
the can, and almost missed the way Shouto scowled. 
He blinked in surprise. “I—uh, did | say something 
wrong?” 

Shouto ran a hand through his perfectly 
combed hair, mussing it. He managed to make it 
look even better. 

"| wish you stopped calling me by that 
name. ‘Todoroki-san’ is my father, not me.” He 
looked away. “Being called that brings back bad 
memories.” 

"What do you—?” Izuku started before 
shutting his mouth with a loud click. 


What was he thinking? 


Everyone and their mother knew Shouto 
and his father hadn't ended their relationship on 
good terms, and that they didn’t speak to each 
other. Shouto was clearly bothered by it, so why on 
Earth had Izuku asked that? 

Shouto stared at him, an unreadable look 
in his eyes. “Are you free?” 

"S-sure.” 

Izuku put his camera away and followed 
Shouto to the other side of the studio. They sat on 
the floor beside each other, resting their backs on 
the wall. Izuku threw him a nervous side-glance, 
waiting for him to start. 

Shouto took a deep breath, and opened 
up. 

He talked about his father and how he 
forced Shouto to be a model when he was a kid. 
How Enji was ashamed of his scar, so he forced him 
to hide it under thick layers of makeup. He talked 
about everyone who was nice to him only to get on 
Enji’s good side. He mentioned his mother, and how 
her husband's abuse left her mentally scarred. 

Izuku could only listen horrified as Shouto 
talked about his past. He clasped Shouto’s hand with 
his, feeling his soft trembling against his. He 
intertwined their fingers and gave them a soft 
squeeze. 

"|..." He started, the words dying in his 
throat. 

He bit his lower lip, racking his brain to 
come up with something. But what should one say 
when a friend suddenly confessed years of abuse? 

Shouto smiled a little in reassurance. “It's 
alright. | know it's a lot to take in.” 

Izuku shook his head. “I'm sorry...” 

“What are you apologizing for? It's not like 
you're Endeavor.” Shouto’s lips quirked up. “You're 


way shorter than him, and you'd look ridiculous with 


a beard. Although it’s not like Father's suits him any 
better.” 

Izuku pressed his lips together to stop himself from 
laughing. He cleared his throat. “Still, I'm sorry you 
had to go through that.” 

He looked down at their joined hands. 
Izuku still could remember how his hands had itched 
to touch a camera when he'd denied his love for 
photography because of his father. Even if he 
couldn't compare himself to what Shouto 
experienced, some part of him felt kindred with him. 

“If you don't mind me asking... After 
cutting ties with Endeavor, why did you continue 
working as a model? Someone would think you'd 
want nothing to do with it anymore.” 

Shouto let go a deep breath and slouched 
even more on his seat, deep in thought. 

“Well... | continued modelling because it 
was the only thing | was good at. It let me bare my 
scar as a sign of independence, so | could rub it on 
Father every time | was in public. | was planning to 
retire as soon as | brought Endeavor to ruin, but 
now..." He paused in consideration. “Now | think | 
enjoy modelling.” 

"Why the change?” 

Shouto shrugged and took the last sip of 
his ice tea. “I'm not sure. | met a lot of people. | met 
you.” He threw Izuku a side-glance. “And I’m actually 
having fun. | guess...” His lips quirked up. “Il guess | 
like modelling because | know you'll be at the other 
side of the camera, with me.” 

And how was Izuku not supposed to fall in 
love with Shouto after that line? 

Izuku let out a choked gasp, his heart 
threatening to beat out of his _ ribcage. 
It felt so natural, as if his heart had been telling him 


how he felt all this time. 


The world seemed to brighten, and 
Shouto shone in his eyes. And when he smiled? 
Izuku was pretty sure his heart stopped beating 
altogether. 

Shouto continued, “Anyway, you already 
know why | don't like people calling me ‘Todoroki- 
san’, so please, call me Shouto?” 

That managed to snap Izuku out of his 
dazed silence. That didn't spare him from blushing 
from head to toe, though. “But—what—| can't 
possibly do that!” 

"Why not?” 

“We're in our work space, it wouldn't be 
polite—! You—you're my boss, practically!” 

"| fail to see the problem? Tenya’s the one 
who hired you, so I’m not your boss. And you let me 
call you Izuku, so why is this any different?” 

Izuku took a deep breath. He had to calm 
down. “Todoroki... kun, um, it's fine if you want to 
call me by my given name, I—" like it—"“don't mind, 
but | wouldn't be comfortable calling you S—S—b- 
by your given name with everyone around.” 

Shouto’s eyes brightened, but that wasn’t 
understanding shining in them, it was hope. “What 
about when no one’s around? Will you call me 
Shouto, then?” 

Izuku had to suppress the urge to scream 
in frustration, or to blush madly at his words, to hit 
his head against the wall repeatedly, to hug Shouto 
and giggle... 

Although, considering how warm _ his 
cheeks felt, he was pretty sure he blushed either 


way. 


Since that revelation, Izuku’s life became a 
whirlwind of embarrassment. 
If his camera had been in love with Shouto 


before, it was nothing compared to the absolute 


devotion oozing from his pictures now. Izuku’s 
breath stuttered whenever Shouto met his eye 
through his camera lenses, and he often found 
himself spending long minutes just staring at him, 
fingers frozen on the shutter button. 

At first, Izuku tried to ignore his feelings, 
but that was easier said than done. He and Shouto 
worked together, travelled together, enjoyed their 
every day together. Izuku got used to having Shouto 
around, and the thought of going back to their cold 
relationship from before scared him senseless. 

So he embraced his feelings, instead. He 
let himself look at Shouto with all the adoration he 
felt, and he let his pictures show how besotted he 
was. He let his grin widen whenever he caught 
Shouto smiling on camera. He teased him, blushed 
around him, and tried his hardest to make Shouto 
show his genuine self, the boy who captured his 
heart to never let go. 

They received contract after contract from 
fashion lines, enamoured with Shouto’s new style. 
Praises came flying left and right, both for the model 
and the photographer. And when they received an 
offer from Endeavor, Izuku enjoyed watching Shouto 
burn the letter to crisp. 

Izuku was so caught up in his own world 
that he forgot his father was out there, too. 

Receiving a letter from him after all those 
years was a whiplash. He congratulated Izuku for his 
good work, and apologized for not being able to 
visit for so long, busy as he was travelling the world. 
And as the icing on the cake, he sent him two tickets 
for his exposition in Tokyo, saying he was sad he 
couldn't go, but he hoped Izuku had the chance to 
go instead. 

Midoriya Hisashi couldn't come back to 
Japan even for an exposition in his honor. Typical. 


His first urge was to tear the letter to 


pieces. His second, to burn it just like Shouto did 
with his father’s offer. But instead, he found himself 
staring at the tickets, deep in thought. 

No matter how much he despised the 
situation, Izuku missed his father’s photography. He 
was curious to see how his style had evolved, if he 
still loved his photography as much as he did back 
then. He had no idea why he cared; it wasn't as if it 
mattered much, but still... He wanted to see if 
abandoning them had been worth it. 

The thought of going alone terrified him, 
though. Izuku would face everything Midoriya 
Hisashi had become and what he refused to turn 
into. What if he was charmed by it and left his 
friends behind? What if he left his mother? 

He knew it was silly, but fear still knotted 
inside him. 

His phone chose to ring then, snapping 
Izuku out of his thoughts. He relaxed a little when he 
saw Shouto was calling. 

"Hi, Shouto-kun. Did you finish with the 
make-up test?” 

“Almost. What about you? Have you 
finished editing? I’m starving.” 


Izuku looked up to his laptop screen. A 


picture of their last photoshoot greeted him, halfway 


through editing. 

He saved his changes and closed the 
editing program either way. “...More or less, but | 
can take a break.” 

“Good. Let’s meet up at our usual place? 
I'm treating you this time.” 

Izuku huffed. Shouto was always treating 
him. “Let's see about that.” His eyes landed on the 
tickets, and his mouth moved on its own. “By the 
way, are you free this Friday evening?” 


Shouto hummed. “/ should be, why?” 


"I..." He reached for the tickets, turning 
them in his hand. “| need to go somewhere, and | 
would really like it if you came with me.” 

There was silence on the other side of the 
line. It stretched on, to the point where Izuku was 
afraid he had somehow hung up. Before he could 
check, though, Shouto spoke up. 

“Is everything alright?” 

That startled him. “Why do you ask?” 

There was a pause, as if Shouto was 
thinking about how to answer. “You sound upset. |... 
| don’t like it.” 

Izuku smiled, heart stuttering in his chest. 
“Everything's fine, | promise. Still... I'd really 
appreciate it if you came with me.” 

“...Okay. I'll be there. Always.” 

And Izuku knew he meant more than 
being there, physically. He hugged his knees, relief 
filling him. “Thank you, Shouto-kun. It means a lot. 

“Anytime.” 

Izuku bit down on his lip. “See you at our 
ramen joint in thirty minutes?” 

“Got it. See you there.” 

Izuku ended the call, and with a renewed 
spirit, he got up from his working desk. He combed 
his hair with his fingers and got ready to leave. His 
eyes landed on the tickets once again, and 
reluctantly, he wrote down the exhibition's address. 
He should tell Shouto where they were meeting up, 
at least. 

The rest of the week passed in a blur of 
nerves. Izuku focused his attention onto his new 
projects to avoid thinking about it, resulting in more 


than one all-nighters and a concerned Shouto 


shaking him awake in the studio. 


Finally, Friday evening came. Izuku's 
stomach knotted tightly as he made his way to the 
exhibition building. Even at this distance, he could 
see Shouto leaning against the wall, hair hidden 
under a beanie and wearing fake glasses that failed 
to hide his heterochromatic eyes. 

As soon as he spotted Izuku, Shouto stood 
up and waved at him, urging him to come closer. 
“Hey.” 

“Hi.” Izuku looked up at the tall building, 
biting his lip. "Did you, uh, did you check the 
exposition already?” 

Shouto shook his head. "| wanted to go 
inside with you. It seemed important.” 

Izuku nodded. “Let's go, then.” 

Before he changed his mind, he added 
mentally. 

They got into the lift in silence. Izuku felt 
his body tense as the doors closed, but before he 
could freak out, he felt the soft caress of Shouto's 
fingers on his hand before intertwining them 
together. Izuku looked at their joined hands and felt 
himself relax. 

The doors of the elevator finally opened. 
Izuku took a deep breath and stepped out, emotions 
clashing wildly inside him until he felt numb. He led 
Shouto to the front door, but the model stopped 
him, eyes fixed on the exhibition poster. 

"Midoriya... Hisashi?” he asked, realization 
making way in his eyes. 

Izuku averted his eyes. “My father.” 

Shouto nodded gravely and followed him 
in without uttering a word, taking in the displayed 
pictures. Izuku was grateful that Shouto hadn't let go 
of his hand yet; it helped him feel grounded. 

They finally stopped in front of the picture 
of sakura trees. Izuku smiled sadly, basking in the 


memories it evoked. 


“| remember this photoshoot. I’m actually 
in this picture, see?” Izuku pointed at the 
background, where a little kid hid behind the trees. 
"My father asked me to sit still beside him, but | was 
so preoccupied with my new camera that | ignored 
him. After revealing the pictures, he decided to keep 
me in there, instead of editing it.” 

"Why?" Shouto asked quietly. 

Izuku shrugged. “He never told me, but 
that's how it is, sometimes. He used to say that 
unexpected things can happen while taking a 
picture, and a photographer's job is to decide which 
unexpected becomes ours.” He sighed. “I've always 
admired his craft, and | wouldn't have been the 
photographer | am today without his teaching.” 

Shouto returned his gaze to the picture, 
pensive. “I don't know about that. Your styles look 
nothing alike. Moreover, all these pictures are 
beautiful, but there’s something missing in them.” 

Izuku turned to look at him. “What is?" 

“Passion. Anyone with a good camera and 
some skill can take a pretty picture, but only those 
who truly love photography can take masterpieces. | 
feel the passion in every picture you take, but in 
these... | feel nothing.” 

Izuku's eyes widened before he burst out 
laughing. 

“What is it? Did | say something weird?” 
Shouto asked, confused. 

Izuku shook his head. “I just... | wasn't 
expecting to be compared to father and actually 
win." 

Shouto shrugged. “That's my opinion. You 
love photography, and it shows." 

Izuku's smile dimmed. “| used to hate it, 
though. Photography was what took my father away, 


and for a long time, | was afraid of even holding a 


camera in my hands. | didn't want to become the 
same kind of man he is, you know?” He took a deep 
breath. “| thought that coming here would lure me 
to his ambition, but... it just feels like a normal 
exposition, doesn't it?” 

Shouto nodded and squeezed his hand. 
Their attention turned back to the picture, and Izuku 
sighed as he took in the vibrant pink of the sakura 
trees. He still felt like he didn’t hold a candle to 
Hisashi’s technique, but Shouto’s words were very 
comforting. 

He rested his head on Shouto’s shoulder. 
“Thanks for coming here with me, Shouto-kun. It 
means a lot.” 

“| told you already, didn’t I? Whenever you 
need me, I'll be there for you.” 

And Shouto said it with such conviction 


that it made Izuku’s heart stutter in his chest. He 


pressed his lips together to stop himself from 


squealing, but he could already feel the heat rising 
to his cheeks. 

Shouto chose that time to look down at 
him, frowning. “Why do you look so surprised?” 

"Um." Izuku averted his eyes, willing his 
blush away. “I guess... | wasn't expecting it?” 

Shouto scoffed. “Surely you're aware...” 
Then his eyes widened in realization. “You don't 
know?” 

Izuku rose his head and stared at him in 
confusion. “What don’t | know? I'm lost.” 

Shouto's expression was unreadable as he 
cupped Izuku’s cheeks with his hands, holding him 
still. It didn't matter much, because as soon as 
Shouto touched him so intimately, he was rooted to 
the spot. 

“Izuku." Shouto licked his lips. Izuku 
followed the movement with his eyes. “Surely you 


know how | feel about you, right?” 


What? 

“What?” he said out loud. 

Shouto sighed, biting his lower lip. “I 
thought it was obvious. Momo and Tenya said so, 
too. Apparently, there’s even a running bet in the 
studio about when we were going to ‘get together’, 
but we're together almost every day, so | don't really 
see the point.” 

There were so many things in that 
sentence that Izuku wanted to address, but first 
things first— 

“You have feelings for me?!” 

“Yes,” Shouto answered immediately. 
“Again, why do you look so surprised?” 

Can someone blame him? He thought he 
was the only one head over heels. 

“What?” Shouto’s eyes widened. 

Izuku blinked in surprise. Did he say that 
out loud? 

Shouto’s lips quirked up. “Yes. And that, 
too. You mumble to yourself when you're thinking, 
sometimes.” 

Izuku blushed beet red. “You noticed?! | 
thought | was hiding it pretty well.” 

“You did it the first day we worked 
together. It's cute. Anyway—"” Shouto’s eyes turned 
serious, making Izuku’s heart do flip-flops in his 
chest. “You said... you said you like me?” 

"Yes?" 

Shouto chuckled and rested his forehead 
against Izuku’s. “Now, why do you sound so unsure?” 

“S-sorry for not understanding what's 
going on.” 

Shouto’s smile widened and he shortened the 
distance between them to leave a soft peck on his 
lips. Izuku stared at him with eyes wide as saucers, 


which only made Shouto’s grin widen. 


“S-Shouto-kun, what are you doing?” 
Izuku looked around as much as he could, face still 
trapped in Shouto’s hands. “What if someone 
recognizes you? We'll make it into tomorrow's 
tabloids! Tenya will kill me!” 

"They won't. I'm wearing my disguise.” 

“I'm sorry to say this, Shouto-kun, but your 
disguise sucks.” 

“It doesn't.” 

“It does, too—" 

Shouto cut him off with another kiss. His 
satisfied smirk was something Izuku had never seen 
in all the time he'd known the model. 

“Do you want me to stop?” 

“Yes,” No. “I—not here?” 

And then, Shouto's eyes brightened with 
that familiar hope that threatened to turn his world 
upside-down. “Then, I’m allowed to kiss you when 
no one’s around, right?” 

Izuku groaned, but he couldn't keep the 
giddy smile out of his face for much longer. Shouto 
was unfairly endearing, and knew perfectly well how 
to win him over. Moreover, it wasn’t as if Izuku 
wasn't dying to kiss Shouto again. 

“Yeah... I'd like that.” 

"Got it.” Then he leaned forward and 
kissed him again. 

"Shouto-kun!" 

“Last one, | promise.” 

Three kisses later, Izuku finally convinced 
Shouto to finish seeing the exposition. Shouto 
refused to let go of his hand, sending him fond 
smiles from time to time. If he kept on going like 
that, Izuku’s heart would stop, or worse, Tenya would 
find out and chew his head off. 

They'll have to hide it from the media, 
from their friends, from their loved ones. But 


somehow, he couldn't bring himself to mind so 


much. As long as they fought together, Izuku felt 


they could overcome anything. 
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Date Planning 


“I know it's a lot to ask,” Izuku says slowly, 
glancing around to make sure there’s no one to 
overhear his conversation. “But | wouldn't be calling 
you if it weren't so important.” He's in a quiet corner 
of an unused studio, which just so happened to be 
available when he needed it. He kind of feels like it 
was meant to be, which would be his first bit of luck 
in a while. 

He pinches the bridge of his nose and 
continues, “The last few times we've tried to go out 
have been disastrous. We tried to go out to eat last 
week, but the paparazzi were waiting at the 
restaurant and his house! We had to hide behind the 
dumpsters to get past them!” He drops his head 
against the nearest wall, grimacing at the memory of 
that awful smell. “Please. You have to help me.” 

There's silence on the other line at first, 
and his nerves flare up. All the uncertainty he had 


about making this phone call comes rushing back in 


a wave that makes his stomach tight. He’s just about 


to apologize and hang up when the person on the 
other side clears his throat. 

"| knew that Todoroki was seeing 
someone, but didn’t know who.” 


Izuku winces, is that disapproval he hears? 


“That's the other thing, lida,” he says carefully, 
wondering how to proceed with Shouto’s agent. 
"We've only been dating a few months and have 
been trying to keep a low profile. | was actually 
hoping this could remain a secret between us.” He 
takes a deep breath, then adds, “But | really 
understand if it’s too much to ask.” 

lida hums and says, “You know, Midoriya, 
I'm glad you called.” There's a little bit of shuffling, 
then he goes on to say, “Shouto deserves this. Is this 
Friday too soon?” 

A wave of overwhelming relief crashes 
over him, and Izuku smiles into his phone. “Friday is 
perfect,” he answers. 

By the time he hangs up the phone after 
hashing out the finer details, Izuku's cheeks hurt 
from grinning so much. When he gets back to his 
office, he’s practically vibrating with excitement. It's 
difficult to concentrate on work, so he sends a few 
preliminary messages to get things rolling for Friday. 

Then, it's time for his favorite part of the 
day. 

Izuku sneaks away to their usual hiding 
spot, which they utilize at least once a day, but often 
more if they're not working together. He finds 
Shouto tucked against the farthest table, two cups of 
coffee by his side. They've been tiptoeing around the 
break tables for months now, and have had more 
close calls than they'd care to admit. However, it's 
the only time they ever get to see each other 
without the threat of cameras looming over them. 

So, they make time to see each other as 
much as possible, and send each other texts and 
pictures when they can't. 

Shouto is looking at his phone and doesn't 
notice him at first, so Izuku takes a moment to just 


appreciate him. He’s in the early stages of getting 


ready for a shoot, and is wearing the comfortable, 
loose clothes he prefers on long modelling days. His 
favorite pair of athletic pants hang low on his hips, 
and an oversized scoop neck provides Izuku with a 
peek of his collarbone. His hair is a wreck, just like it 
always is before the stylists get to him, and Izuku 
would be lying if he said it wasn’t adorable. 

He walks over, smiling as he says a quick, 
“Hey,” to catch Shouto’s attention. When he lifts his 
eyes from his phone, Izuku becomes just a little bit 
breathless, which happens almost every time their 
eyes meet. He fleetingly wonders if he'll ever be able 
to breathe properly in Shouto’s presence, not that he 
minds. 

When Shouto looks at him, he puts his 
phone away and smiles warmly, “Hi.” It seems like 
he’s a little breathless, too, and Izuku is filled with 
affection. “| got you coffee,” he says, reaching out to 
touch Izuku on the back of the hand with his 
fingertips. It's one of the few intimate gestures 
they've allowed themselves in public. 

Izuku lets his hand linger on Shouto’s as 
he takes the cup. “You're the best,” he says happily. 
He takes a sip and sighs, because Shouto made it 
just the way he likes it, with sugar and plenty of 
cream. He's in for a big evening of planning, so the 
caffeine will help him get everything done. Shouto 
looks pleased with his reaction, but absently 
withdraws his phone again instead of picking up his 
own cup. 

“Is something wrong?” Izuku asks. 

"Oh," he frowns when he realizes that he’s 


fidgeting and puts the phone back in his pocket. 


“Actually, kind of,” he sighs, looking apologetic, and 


reaches out to gently touch Izuku’s elbow. “| wanted 
to ask you to dinner this Friday, but Tenya just 
emailed me to tell me that I’m booked for 


something that night.” 


Izuku's heart gives a kick of pleasure at the 
fact that Shouto was already thinking of asking him 
out. He does his best to look disappointed at the 
news, but internally he’s stoked. It's challenging to 
keep his voice from betraying him, but he manages 
to ask, “Do you know what kind of project it is?” 

His frown deepens and he looks away. 
He's checking for other people, but for the most 
part, they're alone with the refreshments. It's 
relatively normal for photographers and models to 
chat around the break table, so they're in the clear 
for now. “No, | don't.” 

“It must be important, if it’s so sudden,” 
Izuku says, and what he thinks is: It's super 
important, you have no idea. 

“Tenya’s email only said that it was 
someone with a lot of influence, so | expect it to be 
derivative and disorganized,” Shouto replies flatly. 
He glances back to Izuku and lifts his hands, as if 
wanting to cup Izuku's face. He drops them at the 
last minute and pauses to let someone walk by 
them. “I'm really sorry,” he murmurs, stepping a bit 
closer. "| was looking forward to spending time with 
you.” 

Izuku's knees start to turn to jelly and he 
has to use every ounce of willpower in his body to 
keep from spilling the beans. “Th-that's okay,” he 
stammers weakly. Shouto is really close, and all he 
wants to do is reach out and touch him, but they 
can't do that here. “Work is important, too. How 
about later this weekend?" he offers. 

Shouto studies him before reaching out to 
quickly brush the hair from his cheek. It's a quick 
gesture, and he stuffs his hands in his pockets 
afterwards, as if to keep from doing it again. “| 
wanted a do-over from last time.” He huffs when 


Izuku tries to protest, and adds resolutely, “I'm just 


going to cancel. This is ridiculous. It's probably my 
father—" 

"No!" Izuku sets his coffee down and 
presses into Shouto’s space. He can smell the floral 
lift of his shampoo and the sweet undertones of 
cologne when they're this close. He loves it, loves 
learning about all the ways Shouto can look and 
smell and be through his work. He realizes he’s come 
on a bit too strongly when he sees Shouto's wide- 
eyed expression. “I-| mean,” Izuku clears his throat, 
"This could be a really good opportunity. And | know 
that we will spend time together this weekend, you 
don't need to worry about making anything up.” 

“Izuku," he says dryly. “| wanted to take 
you out to a five-star dinner, and we ended up in a 
trash can." 

“And years from now we'll laugh about it,” 
he says cheekily, determined to get his plan to work. 
“How about you work on Friday, but | can come over 


when you're done and we can spend all day 
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Saturday together?” 

Shouto considers the offer, his gaze 
searching. “Fine,” he says finally, relenting under 
Izuku's best puppy-dog eyes. “I'll text you before I’m 
done and call you when I’m on my way home." 


“Perfect,” Izuku says, smiling. “I can’t wait.” 


Shouto doesn't notice how quiet the 
studio is at first, because he’s too busy feeling put 
out about having to be there. As the elevator doors 
open, he's still rehearsing how he’s going to chew 
out the director of this shoot, who he’s sure is one of 
his father's affiliations. Given the lack of details 
Tenya provided, he’s sure that it's another power 
play by his father. Shouto is ready to make it difficult. 

He's extra salty because he'd been 
planning a make-up date for Izuku for that same 


night and this one was going to be different. He’d 
bought all the ingredients for katsudon, a bottle of 


expensive dessert wine, a specialty strawberry cream 
cake, and breakfast makings for the next day. There 
was no way he would let the paparazzi ruin his plans 
again, because he was determined to give Izuku the 
romantic evening he deserved. 

He does not want to be at the studio. 

It's not until he opens the door to the 
studio that he begins to notice that something's off. 
Usually, there’s an assistant to meet him at the 
elevator, or at least some _ starstruck intern to 
connect him to the higher ups, but instead there's 
no one. 

It's eerily quiet. There’s no chatter of the 
stylists or photographers, instead the room is dimly 
lit and mostly empty. He begins to suspect that he 
has the wrong place until he rounds a corner and 
sees the set, which he begrudgingly has to admit is 
beautiful. 

It feels as though he’s stepped right into 
the clear night sky. A projector makes the milky way 
shift and glitter above him, moving in slow, divine 
patterns. Light, fresh-smelling fog blankets the 
room, glowing in soft blues and reds from hidden 
floor lights. There are strings of lights criss-crossing 
the top of the set, some warm and yellow, others 
green and pink, each string flickering in a different 
pattern. The lights shimmer, reflecting off the fog as 
well as the dark silk hanging above them. 

It's near the wall-height windows on the 
far side of the studio, so it's hard to tell where the 
set ends and the real night sky begins. The glow of 
the city is subtle, and the twinkling lights of the 
buildings dance in tandem with the stars around 
him. 

The edge of his irritation fades, and he has 
to admit that he’s impressed. He wanders deeper 
into the room, distracted by each of the ethereal 


details, and almost doesn't notice Izuku standing 


there, watching him take it in. 

Startled, Shouto blurts, “What are you 
doing here?” which isn’t particularly polite, romantic, 
or how he usually greets his boyfriend. 


But Izuku laughs and says, “Hello to you 


He's wearing Shouto's favorite outfit, a 
simple grey sweater that brings out the green in his 
eyes and a pair of dark jeans that hug his legs in all 
the right places. His hair is swept away from his face, 
messy but controlled. His camera hangs around his 
neck, ever-present. The ensemble is simple and 
perfect, just like Izuku himself. 

Shouto looks from his outfit to Izuku's 
face, who's grinning widely, to the set and then back 
to Izuku. “Wait.” The gears of his brain start to turn, 
slowly. Behind him, Shouto can see a blanket and the 
makings of what looks like a picnic. The mystery set, 
the lack of detail, Tenya’s urgency, Izuku’s behavior 
at the snack table earlier that week: everything 
clicks. 

His face must change because Izuku 
laughs again and rubs the back of his neck 
sheepishly, “So, there's not really an official shoot 
tonight.” 

A feeling wells up from inside his chest, 
powerful and complete, and Shouto wonders if that's 
what winning the lottery would feel like. There’s no 
other way to describe the total happiness, 
excitement, and surprise he feels in that moment. His 
body moves without him thinking, and he sweeps 
Izuku up into a hug, crushing him into his chest. 

“You like it?” Izuku asks, his voice muffled 
by Shouto's shirt. 

“Of course | do,” he says, pushing Izuku 
away just so he can kiss him. He can feel Izuku 


smiling against his lips, laughing as Shouto peppers 


small kisses all over his cheeks and mouth. “You're 
incredible.” 

"There’s more,” Izuku offers, his hands 
warm and soft on Shouto’s waist. 

“More?” bewildered, Shouto looks at the 
set. “How?” 

Izuku takes his hand and leads him 
towards the blanket, “Y-yeah," he sounds nervous, 
and maybe a little flustered. It's ridiculously cute. He 
sits down and opens a picnic basket, “| brought 
dinner, | figured you would be too irritated to have 
eaten," he smiles apologetically, but Shouto isn’t 
upset. 

He watches in wonder as Izuku pulls out 
cold soba, containers of dipping sauces, and a series 
of convenience store snacks that make Shouto’'s 
mouth water. “These are just for snacks,” Izuku 
explains. “But | made the noodles from scratch.” 

"From scratch?” Shouto echoes, sinking 
into the plush blanket. There are pillows strewn 
around the floor, luxurious and fluffy, and it feels like 
they're the only two people in the universe. 

“Well, | had help,” Izuku explains, getting a 
plate together, “Uraraka and | made them together 
this morning.” He kind of grimaces, “I feel bad, but | 
had so much to do that | kind of left all the cleaning 
to her." 

Shouto laughs at this, because Izuku is a 
notoriously messy cook. “You'll owe her for that,” he 
says. "You set this all up today?” he asks, gesturing 
to the set. There are little tables with decorations 
scattered amongst the set, too. It must have taken 
him hours. 


“Actually,” Izuku hands him the full plate 


and starts to fix his own, looking very pleased with 


himself. "Mina and Aoyama helped me with the 
design, and Yaoyorozu pulled strings to get the 


materials. Mina, Kendo, and Hadou all helped me set 


it all up.” 

Shouto stares at Izuku, in awe of his ability 
to get so much done, with a few very big 
personalities. “They all pitched in?” he asks, “What 
did you tell them it was for?” 

“O-oh. | hope you don't mind, but | kind of 
told them about us.” He wrinkles his nose and says, 
"A few of them kind of figured something was going 
on, and | wanted to make this special, so | told them 
it was for you. | hope that’s okay.” 

“Izuku," Shouto says flatly, reaching out to 
take his hand. “Of course it’s okay. | can't believe you 
did all this for me.” 

Looking relieved, Izuku replies, “Everyone 
was really excited to help. | wanted to do something 
special, since you've been working so hard and our 
other dates have been...” he trails off, blushing. 

“Disasters?” he supplies, keeping his tone 
dry. 

Izuku sputters on a laugh, “| was going to 
say less than perfect!” he shakes his head, “I’m just 
happy to spend time with you.” 

“Even if we're in the dumpsters?” he 
interrupts. 

“Especially if we're in the dumpsters,” 
Izuku_ tells him. “But | know that you've been 
bummed about how the last ones went, and wanted 
to do something nice.” 

Adoration wells up in Shouto's heart, 
making him feel so, so complete. He can hardly 
reply, he's so happy, and he just smiles and shakes 
his head. “Thank you,” he manages. 

Izuku smiles fondly, then says, “Eat! 
Uraraka will be upset if you don't like the soba." 

Shouto laughs and lets himself enjoy the 
meal with Izuku. They chat while they eat, catching 


up on the last few weeks. The sound of Izuku’s 


camera shutter punctuates their laughter and the 
crinkling of empty snack packages. Shouto even 
manages to get a few (blurry) shots of Izuku as they 
work through the assortment of convenience store 
snacks that are Shouto’s guilty pleasure. 

“One more thing!” Izuku says suddenly. “I 
made you something.” 

"Oh?" he's lying on his side, feeling full 
and blissful, propped up on pillows and content stay 
here with Izuku for the rest of his life. 

“It might not be as good as the 
convenience store stuff,” he says, reaching for the 
picnic basket “But | wanted to try my hand at making 
it. | got the recipe from Aizawa, of all people.” He 
withdraws a large tupperware and takes off the lid. 

Immediately, Shouto is met with the smell 
of his favorite snack in the world, melon bread. It 
looks amazing, and as he’s reaching out to take a 
piece for himself, he suddenly has a name for the 
feeling that's been making itself more and more 
present over the course of the last few months. Since 
that day at the gallery, even. 

He pauses, withdrawing his hand, and 
Izuku starts to get nervous. “A few of them came out 
looking a little weird but | think they taste really 
good, apparently Aizawa has been working on this 
recipe for years, though. | think it's pretty close to 
the packaged stuff but if you're too full from dinner 
it's okay—" he’s rambling to cover up his nerves, but 
it's endearing. 

Everything, from Izuku’s silly rambles, to 
the dedication he brings to both his work and to 
their relationship, the attention and care he freely 
gives to his loved ones, suddenly makes Shouto 
unable to stop the words he says next: 

“| love you.” 


This stops Izuku in his tracks, and his eyes 


go impossibly wide. He looks confused, as if he’s not 


sure he heard correctly. A long moment of silence 
stretches between them, and Shouto smiles at him, 
feeling warm all over. The words are easy to say, so 
he says it again. “I love you, Izuku.” 

Then, in typically Izuku fashion, he bursts 
into tears. The tupperware is cast aside and a 
moment later Izuku is tackling him into the pillows. 
Shouto laughs and wraps his arms around Izuku, 
who's hiccuping and sobbing and holding him so 
tight Shouto feels like he might burst. 

"Sh-Shouto,” he manages. He's trembling, 
and Shouto buries his face in Izuku's hair, squeezing 
him a little tighter. Izuku hiccups, says Shouto’'s 
name again, then tells him, “I-l love you too, s-so 
much.” 

Shouto's heart feels so full it could burst. 
They tangle up in each other, pressed close, and stay 
like that. They stay close in that moment, very much 
in love. Between the skyline, the stars hung just for 
him, and Izuku in his arms, Shouto feels like he’s in 


heaven. 


Love at First Sight, Or...? 
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A lot is known about the current lives and relationship of our favourite 
photographer/model pair - Midoriya Izuku and Todoroki Shouto. Recently, they’ve been more 
popular than ever, coming out with a clothing line and making all of us fall in love with them all over 
again because of their amazing campaign photos. 


But how did they meet? What prompted them to create such a powerful partnership? Did 
they like each other from the very beginning, or was there some friction, some drama? We’ve 
scoured old interviews and articles, to try and answer any and all of your questions about this 
couple, to the best of our ability. 


The first interview you’re going to see is one we’ve had to look long and hard for. It’s a snippet of a 
bigger, but lesser known interview that was conducted right after Midoriya started getting more 
popular. A lot of his interviews from back then are about his work with the famous photographer All 
Might, but one of the interviews went ina very... interesting direction. A direction that might shed 
some light on the question of what were Midoriya’s thoughts about his future partner. And without 
further ado, here it is. 


Interviewer: Well, you’ve told us about your work, and a little bit about your private life - what little 
| could draw out of you. 


[Midoriya laughs] 


Interviewer: But we’ve looked at the fans’ question, and there is one that a lot of them have been 
wanting to know. 


Midoriya: What is it? I’ll try to answer to the best of my ability, | promise. 
Interviewer: Is there a model that you haven’t worked with yet, but that you really want to? 
Midoriya: Oh, u-um, well... [He stammers, and blushes] 


Interviewer: Tell us, don’t be shy! There must be someone from the pool of popular models that 
completes your artistic vision! Someone that you’d take any chance to work with. 


Midoriya: W-well, there might be someone, but | don’t know if it’s appropriate... 


Interviewer: You have to tell us! The fans are dying to know, and if you’re worrying about the model 
- don’t be. it’s nothing but a compliment for them. 


Midoriya: O-okay, so... It’s, well, it’s Todoroki Shouto-san. I’ve been, um, following his career for a 
long time, and | admire him so much! 


Interviewer: Oh my, Midoriya-san, you have good taste! Why would you like to work with him, if it 
isn’t a secret? 


Midoriya: | know it might sound weird, especially since | love photographing laughing people and 
people in motion, but with Todoroki-san there’s just something... A look in his eyes maybe, or his 
stature, or just... | just really want to photograph him, at least once! 

And, and, | think it’s so brave of him to show his scar, it sends such a powerful message, and | just, | 
just think he’s an amazing model! 


[Midoriya blushes and ducks down in embarrassment] 


Interviewer: Well there you have it, folks! Todoroki-san, if you’re reading this, Midoriya-san would 
like to work with you! 


Midoriya: [Still looking down in embarrassment] | just admire good models when | see them 


As you can see from this interview, Midoriya admired and looked up to Todoroki long 
before they ever met. And even after they met, every time he mentioned Todoroki in an interview, 
he was full of praise. This is especially sweet if you take into consideration their current relationship. 


On the other hand, not everything was always so clear-cut from Todoroki’s side of things. 
We have, again, looked through all the interviews with Todoroki from that time, looking for any 
mention of Midoriya. There were a couple of interviews from that time where he talked about a 
photographer that could have been Midoriya, but we have decided to show you two of them that 
seemed the most pertinent, and the most clear. 


First, we have a short excerpt from an interview that came out just after Midoriya and 
Todoroki started working together. We don’t know the exact date, of course, but looking at the 
dates of the first photos of Todoroki with Midoriya as a photographer, this fits. 


Interviewer: Fans love your latest spreads, Todoroki-san! Could you tell us who is the photographer 
you are working with currently? 


Todoroki: Just a photographer hired by my agency. Heis... alright, but a bit too enthusiastic for my 
tastes. 


Interviewer: Oh? Will you continue working with him? 
Todoroki: | don’t really care. As long as the photos end up looking okay, I’m fine with anyone. 


In this interview, Midoriya wasn’t mentioned by name, but it is highly probable that he is 
the photographer that Todoroki talks about. If so, it seems that Todoroki wasn’t completely on 
board with Midoriya at the very beginning. But, as we’ll see in the next interview, that quickly 
changed. 


This second excerpt is from a couple of months after the two started working together. 
There are some more interviews before this, where Todoroki talks about an unnamed photographer 
he worked with at the time, which we believe was Midoriya. But this is the one where Todoroki 
explicitly mentions Midoriya by name in an interview, for the first time. 


Interviewer: So, tell us a bit more about this new campaign you’re in. 

Todoroki: It’s a nice change from the things I’ve done recently. The clothing is something that I’d 
buy and enjoy wearing in my free time, and everyone on the staff is very nice and welcome. And, 
there’s... [Todoroki imperceptibly widens his eyes, as if realising what he was about to say, then 


blushes very slightly and trails off. ] 


Interviewer: Yes, what were you about to say? Come on, we’re all friends here! 
y' y 


Interviewer: |’m sorry? 
ry 


Todoroki: It’s... the photographer. I’ve already worked with him before, and | enjoy working with 
him. 


Interviewer: That’s very nice to hear! | bet it was nice to see a familiar face. Who is that 
photographer, if you can tell us? 


Todoroki: [His face is stoic, but his ears are slightly red with a blush] It’s Midoriya. Midoriya Izuku. 


Interviewer: Oh, the All Might’s protege! | was unaware you’ve worked with him before. Can you 
tell us a bit more about him, why do you like working with him? 


Todoroki: As | said, I’ve worked with him before, and | was always satisfied with how the photos 
turned out. 


Interviewer: We’ve had him here with us, recently! A very polite young man, I’m sure it’s always a 
pleasure to work with someone like that. 


Todoroki: Yes, he is always very nice and polite to the models, but it’s not just that. He has this 
amazing artistic vision! The photos always turn out to be so beautiful, and even more than that, he... 
He manages to get something out of the models of which he takes photos, something that even 
they didn’t know they had. It’s astounding, what he does with the models, the photos he makes 
really are something unique. | am very... happy, to get to work with him. 


Interviewer: Wow, that’s high praise, coming from you, Todoroki-san! Well, after hearing that, we 
are very excited to see where your collaboration takes us. 


And there you have it, folks! As you saw here, Todoroki wasn’t lukewarm towards Midoriya 
for long. Looking at these interviews, it is safe to say that Midoriya was the first one who got 
interested in Todoroki professionally (and maybe even more than that), and while Todoroki hadn’t 
seemed interested at first, that quickly changed. We’re sorry that we can’t give you more details, but 
even from the small glimpses we get from old interviews, it seemed that these two had an 
interesting relationship from the very beginning, which resulted in some amazing things for the 
fashion industry. And we’re pretty sure we’re not lying when we say that all of us are very interested 
in seeing what they’ll do next! 


Whak's Your Dream Dake? 


Quiz by: Snow 


We’ve all had our share of dates, both good and bad. It might be a casual dinner date 
at a restaurant, an extravagant all-night affair, or even simply a night spent indoors. All 
of these are good dates with the right company, of course, but you do have to wonder, 
what kind of date would be your dream come true? 


Take this quiz and find out what your dream date is! 


1. Out of the listed colors, which one is your favorite? 
A- A bright yellow. 
B- A deep red. 
C- A cool blue. 
D- A pure white. 


2. Are you an introvert, extrovert, or ambivert? 
A- I’m an introvert - | prefer to be by myself, quiet and content. 
B- I’m an extrovert - | love being sociable and making friends! 
C- I’m an ambivert - | like being with people, but | do enjoy being by myself. 


3. What makes up your wardrobe? 
A- Light, breezy clothes and lots of pastel colors! 
B- Anything and everything comfortable- if it's comfy, I'll wear it. 
C- Heavy clothes, like bulky sweaters or hoodies. 
D- Simple cotton clothes! Nothing too fancy. 


4.Are you a morning person or a night owl? 
A- Morning person! Early bird gets the worm! 
B- Night owl! Being alone in the quiet of night is as relaxing as it gets. 


5. Do you believe in love at first sight? 
A- Yes! You should feel the sparks in the air when you meet your soulmate for 
the first time. 
B- No, you should get to know someone before you start to love them. 
C- I’m not completely against it, but it's something you see only in storybooks, 
isn’t it? 


6. Road trip! What kind of music are you listening to? 
A- Pop music- upbeat and bubbly, to get my mood up! 
B- Something soft, like classical- nothing is as relaxing as an orchestra playing 
in your ears. 
C- Anything’s fine with me- as long as | like it, I’ll listen to it! 
D- A mixture of a few genres! | don’t have a preference. 


7. Which activity do you enjoy most? 
A- Spending time with friends and family. 
B- Reading while curled up in a comfy armchair. 
C- Socializing at a party! 
D- A night out on the town. 


8. How would you describe yourself? 
A- Sweet and romantic! 
B- Happy and social! 
C- Quiet but passionate. 
D- Calm and stoic. 


9. It’s the weekend! Where would you spend your time? 
A- Camping. 
B- A cozy restaurant. 
C- A club! 
D- Stay at home. 


10. What’s your favorite season? 
- Summer. 
- Spring. 
- Fall. 
- Winter. 


1. If you answered: 
A: 2 
B: 3 
C: 1 
D: 4 


Mostly 1’s: Picnic date! You're sweet, 


2. If you answered: 3. If you answered: 4. If you answered: romantie; and love falllngitileve. "Your # tshouto 
A: 4 A: 2 A: 2 : en gating 5 
B:2 B: 4 B: 4 idea of a good time isn’t anything too 
C3 C3 elaborate, just something simple and 
D:4 relaxing with your partner. Lay down 
your picnic blanket and take out your 
sandwiches; soak in the scenery 
around you and make the most of 
your time together! 
5. If you answered: 6. If you answered: 7. lf you answered: 
A: 1 A: 2 mt Mostly 2’s: Amusement park date! 
B: 3 B: 3 B: 3 You’re a sucker for cliches- those 
C:4 C: 1 C:2 sugary sweet date montages in those 
D: 4 D: 4 TV shows are a dream come true for 
you. Win a stuffed animal from the 
game booths and share a cone of 
cotton candy; whizz through the air on 
a roller coaster and end the day with a 
8. If you answered: 9. If you answered: 10. If you answered: . . ; 
A 4 Ae al hes sunset ride on the Ferris wheel. Fill up 
B:2 B: 4 B: 4 your Key ath whirlwind fun and have 
C3 C2 CA a blast with your partner! 
D: 4 D: 3 D: 3 


Mostly 3’s: A candlelit dinner! You 
love being intimate and open with 
your partner, and what better way to 
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bask in that than with a romantic YQ VY W 
dinner for two? The lights are low 56,238 likes 
and there’s nothing but you two, t.shouto This is me living my best life 


#ilovemywonderfulboyfriend #LISTENILOVEHIM 


sharing good food and looking into 
@izu.mido 


each other’s eyes. It’s quiet and 
peaceful, and what more can you 
ask for than that? 


Mostly 4’s: A walk in the park! You love spending good one-on-one time with your 
partner. Picture this- you and your partner are walking through a path directly after a 
snowfall, tree boughs laden with snow on all sides. You hit a break in the foliage and look 
up at the shimmering sky of stars, and take your partner’s hand in yours as you stop and 
take in the sights above you. Sound nice? 


TRANSCRIPT OF INTERVIEW 
OF MIDORIYA IZUKU 
by NAGISA UMINO 


Written by: Dida 
Rated: G 


Tags: Midoriya-centric, Interview Format, Fluff, Adoration 


—o~— Eo ——EE—___ 


NAGISA: I know you want to discuss your 
relationship with Todoroki-san, but every 
relationship has two people, yes? Let’s start 
easy and talk about you first. It will let us see 
into your relationship and really understand you 


two as a couple. 


MIDORIYA: Okay! Whatever you think is 
best. 


NAGISA: Perfect! Let’s start with your career! 
How does it feel now that your photos are more 
popular? How does it feel when interacting 


with fans? 


MIDORIYA: Well, it’s still new to me. I’m not 
sure I’ll ever get used to people approaching 
me and recognizing me. I am excited when they 
come up, but I’m always worried that I’m not 
going to be enough. Or that I’m going to say 
something wrong. Not that it’s been a problem, 


everyone is always very nice! 


NAGISA: What do people ask or talk about 
when they approach you? Do any stand out to 


you? 


MIDORITYA: People talk about the meaning 
they find in my photos. Or they ask if I actually 


meant something that they noticed. I think for 
me, the most memorable one was when this 
little girl came up to me when Todoroki-kun 
and I were out. She was around eight or nine. 
She told me that she saw a picture that I took of 
Todoroki-kun in a flower field and felt really 
inspired by it. She looked so happy. Moments 
like that where people are obviously affected by 
my work and are made happy by it, those are 


the moments that stick out to me the most. 


NAGISA: Do you feel any obligation to them 


because of that? 


MIDORIYA: Yes, definitely. I’m super nervous 
that when they find out about Todoroki-kun and 
I that they’re going to reject us. I feel like I owe 
so much of my success to the people who 
support me. If they didn’t support our 
relationship... well, I’m not sure I would be 


able to leave the house. 


[INTERVIEWER NOTE: Midoriya-san laughs 


nervously, I can tell he is very uncomfortable. | 


NAGISA: If you feel that way, can I ask why 


you have decided to do this exposé? 


MIDORIYA: Todoroki-kun and I have talked 


about it a lot, and we decided that it was time. 
Our relationship has always been something 
that we’ve hidden. We’ve run into a lot of times 
where we’ve almost been found out. Now that 
we’re moving into this next phase in our 
lives—a more free, happier phase—we want to do 
this on our own terms. We don’t want it to be 
something that comes out as a scandal, because 
it’s not. We want to take control of our 
relationship, and present it as it is, two people 


who really love each other. 


NAGISA: That’s really beautiful. Can you 
elaborate more on where you are in your 


relationship? 


MIDORIYA: Todoroki-kun and I have been 
together for two years, so we’re very 
comfortable with each other. We’re thinking 
about moving in together. It’s very exciting. I 
really love him and we’re just... really happy 


right now. 


NAGISA: It sounds like it. I can tell by your 
face now how deep these feelings are. What’s it 


like being with Todoroki-san? 


MIDORIYA: Amazing! He’s so perfect and 
sweet and caring and pretty and he works so 
hard. Every day that we’re together I’m amazed 
that I even get to be with him. He’s inspiring 
not just with his career but also in our 
relationship. He makes me want to be a better 
person. It’s not because he’s ‘perfect’ in the 
sense that people tend to use the word. 
Everyone has their problems, but Todoroki-kun 


is so determined to work through them and be 


the best person he can be. 

He’s also just really kind, and nice, and is 
always doing those little things to show that he 
cares! Like! He’ll make breakfast for us or after 
a long night of editing he’ll come over and 
make me hot cocoa. Sometimes, I don’t even 
think he notices the things he does but it always 
means so much to me. Like the way he smiles 
when he thinks no one is looking, or how he 
coos at stray cats and, and so much more! I love 
him so much and I’m really happy to be with 
him and get the chance to love him and explore 


our lives together. 


NAGISA: ...Wow, pardon my speechlessness, 
but I am really floored by how passionate you 


are. It’s a beautiful thing to see. 


MIDORIYA: Anh! It’s no problem. I’m sorry, I 
think I got a little bit carried away. 


NAGISA: You have no need to be sorry. You 
were saying earlier how you were worried 
about how your fans would take the news of 
your relationship. After seeing what you said, I 
don’t think anyone would begrudge your love. 
It’s rare that you find a couple as committed as 


you two. 


[INTERVIEWER NOTE: Midoriya-san laughs 
nervously. This time, it looks to be more of a 


reflex. ] 


MIDORIYA: I hope so. 


NAGISA: On this topic, how do you feel about 


dating someone as famous as Todoroki-san? 
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MIDORIYA: Well, most of the time, it’s fine, 
but sometimes, you know, in those dark 
moments, I’m worried that I’m not good 
enough for him. It helps a lot that we’re very 
open with each other in our relationship. So it’s 
something that Todoroki and I talk a lot about 
with each other. I think some fear will always 
be present, and there will always be insecurities 
or fear, but we are committed to working 


through it together. 


NAGISA: You seem to be very confident in 
your relationship and your teamwork. Can you 


explain that more? 


MIDORIYA: Of course. The reason that I’m so 
confident in Todoroki-kun and me is because 
we’re right for each other. We both see the 
good in each other and are willing to work 
through the bad, the fear, the insecurities 
together. Neither of us is perfect, no 


relationship is. We will fight to be together. 


Fight through the uncomfortable times to get to 
the good times. For the nights where we’re 
alone with each other. For the dates and the 
cuddles and the late nights spent together. I love 
him so much, and I’m so happy to be with him, 
and I know that he loves me too, and we’ll fight 
for that. 


NAGISA: That’s very brave of you to share 
something so personal. It’s inspiring to see how 
in love you are, and how much you’ re willing 
to give to make it a reality. Thank you for doing 
this. 


MIDORIYA: Ah, thank you. You know, 
Todoroki-kun and I are just worried. Our fans 
are so important to both of us, that I think it’s 
worth it to be transparent. They give us so 
much—me, so much-that it only feels right to try 
and give something back. It may be scary, but 
as I said before, I don’t want us to be a scandal. 


I want this exposé to be a celebration of us; a 


gift from us to our fans. So thank you for taking 


the time to interview me, I really appreciate it. 


NAGISA: Of course, the pleasure is mine. I 
wish you and Todoroki-san the best in your 
upcoming years. I’m sure many of your fans 
agree with me when I say, we’re looking 
forward to upcoming announcements of your 


relationship. 


[INTERVIEWER NOTE: This is accentuated 
with a wink by me, to which Midoritya-san 
stammers and turns red. He’s obviously 


embarrassed by the implications of marriage. ] 


MIDORIYA: A-ah well, we’ll see about that. 


One step at a time! 


NAGISA: Yes, of course. We’ll be cheering for 
you. This brings us to the end of my questions 
for you. Do you have anything else you would 


like to say, Midoriya-san? 


MIDORIYA: Oh! I think you covered 
everything. I just want to end this by saying a 
sincere thank you to everyone who has 
supported Todoroki-kun and me throughout the 
years and ask for your continued support going 
forward. You guys are what inspire and 


motivate us to create. So, thank you. 


[INTERVIEWER NOTE: Midoriya-san’s 


conviction is clearly very strong. | 


NAGISA: Thank you for your passion and time 
today Midoriya-san. I hope to see you again 


soon. 


MIDORIYA: You’re welcome. Thank you for 


your time as well, Nagisa-san. 


[END OF TRANSCRIPT] 
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WHAT'S YOUR DREAM WEDDING? 
Are you more like Midoriya or Todoroki? 
Quiz by: Eramia 


Take this quiz to find out what your dream wedding is, and who 
will be there! 


1. Your style could be described as... 
A) Elegant, embellished, antique. 
B) Laid-back, tasteful, timeless. 
C) Casual, rustic, charming. 
D) Contemporary, clean, breezy. 


2. Your perfect honeymoon would be... 

A) Visiting a famous historical landmark, like the Eiffel 
Tower or Mt. Fuji. 

B) Something natural, like hiking and a picnic, or riding 
horseback through the countryside. 

C) Trying something new like surfing lessons or anew 
delicacy. 

D) Aromantic, candlelit dinner at sunset or a moonlit 
stroll on the beach. 


3. Your preferred choice for a date night would be... 
A) Wine tasting at a local vineyard. 
B) Checking out a brewery downtown. 
C) Taking a pottery class or a cooking class together. 
D) Dinner and a movie. 


4. The color palette you’re most drawn to is... 
A) Polished, modern neutrals. 
B) Gray mixed with cheery hues. 
C) Striking, tropical tones. 
D) Soft, pretty pastels. 


5. Your dream reception would take place... 
A) Someplace expensive that needs to be rented out, 
like Disney. 
B) On the beach. 
C) At a zoo or aquarium. 
D) Inside an elegant ballroom or cathedral. 


6. The people who are invited are... 
A) Business partners, managers, agents, celebrities, 
anyone important and crucial to my career. 
B) A few close friends and selected family members. 
C) All my family, plus their guests. 
D) All friends and family. 


7. The reception band/musician is... 
A) An orchestral arrangement. 
B) Jazz/blues combo. 
C) Indie folk artist. 
D) A cover band of a beloved late artist. 


8. You would choose to serve your guests... 
A) An elaborate, multi-course meal. 
B) A spread of smaller dishes. 
C) A build-your-own taco bar or an ice cream truck. 
D) A buffet to suit a variety of palettes. 


9. The outfits for your marriage squad etc would be... 
A) Black and white tuxedos, custom-made. 
B) Something nice and polished but not too over the 
top. 
C) Cute, colorful, fits the theme of the wedding. 
D) Traditional get-up, classic. 


10. What’s the after-party like? 

A) A very well-put-together and possibly expensive 
affair, everyone is well-behaved and the wine flows 
freely. 

B)The perfect mix between laid-back and elegant, 
everyone is free to come and go as they please 
and enjoy whatever dishes or sights they like. 

C) Dance party! Everyone is invited to join the floor 

and dance with us! 

D) The couple slow dances, everyone is invited to join 

after, then it’s time for dinner. 


If you picked mostly (A)... Your dream wedding is a Destination 
Wedding! 


You want to get married somewhere extravagant, maybe 
out of your hometown or even out of the country. This is an 
event you want to go all out for. You want to be treated like 
royalty on that special day and feel important. Todoroki is a fan 
of this style. 


If you picked mostly (B )... Your dream wedding is a Private 
Wedding! 


You like to keep things laid-back but still polished and 
modern. You might be a little more reserved and are careful to 
call someone close. You prefer to keep this affair close to the 
chest, inviting only those who matter to you, but you still want it 
to look nice. This is something Todoroki thinks fondly of. 


If you picked mostly ( C )... Your dream wedding is a One-of-a- 
Kind Wedding! 


You want this day to be something to remember so you 
aim to make it as unique and fun as possible! You want the 
people you love to enjoy this special day with you. There’s 
something for everyone at this event. This style matches up 
mostly with Midoriya. 


If you picked mostly (D )... Your dream is a Traditional Wedding! 


The first thought of a wedding for you may have included 
an elegant chapel, a big turnout, and a multi-layer cake! You 
want to indulge in that fantasy of everything a wedding is 
known for. Midoriya likes this style as well, so you aren’t the 
only one! 


Forme (C7 ocpubae Chie You) 


Written by: Aurigardyn 
Rated: G 
Tags: Fluff, Domesticity 


Waking up with Izuku’s 
warm presence in his bed, with 
puffs of breath fanning across the 
skin of his neck, feels nothing 
short of heaven. He feels well- 
rested and somewhat giddy, he 
doesn’t know why. It’s not like this 
is the first time Izuku has slept 
over, but he doesn’t do it often, so 
Shouto treasures the days that 
Izuku stays the night. 

Shouto lets his eyes trace 
over Izuku’s face--the freckles he 
loves to kiss, the shape of his lips, 
the delicate fan of his eyelashes, 
the elegant arches of his brows, 
the wild green mass he calls hair. 
His heart stutters, in awe even 
after a couple years together. 
Shouto is the model in this 
relationship, but to him, nobody is 
more beautiful than Midoriya 
Izuku. 

“Watching someone sleep is 
creepy, Shou-chan.” The voice is 
gravelly from sleep, sending 
delightful shivers down Shouto’s 
spine. 

Shouto snorts, softly. “As if 
you've never done that.” 


Izuku cracks open one eye, 
and there it is--the brilliant, 
sparkling green eyes that Shouto 
loves. Even clouded with 
sleepiness, his eyes reflect his 
emotions, too much for Izuku to 
contain. He wears his heart on his 
sleeve, as opposed to Shouto who 
likes to put up his poker face most 
of the time. He never hides his 
feelings, and it humbles Shouto to 
see the pure adoration in Izuku’s 
eyes, all aimed at him. 

Izuku smiles, and yeah, 
Shouto muses to himself, he’s 
willing to murder men and destroy 
civilizations just to keep that smile 
on Izuku’s face. Momo would call 
him whipped. And Shouto would 
say that he’s been whipped since 
the first day he got to witness 
Izuku’s beaming smile. 

“Good morning.” 

“Good morning,” Izuku lifts 
his hand, his calloused thumb 
rubbing the dark circle that’s 
surely visible under Shouto’s eye. 
Shouto leans into the familiar 
touch. “Feeling better?” 

Shouto pauses. Last night 


they'd stumbled into Shouto’s 
penthouse exhausted, the earlier 
photoshoot having drained him of 
his energy. He loves his job, he 
really does, but when the shoot 
didn’t go smoothly and he was 
forced to go through the same set 
of costume three times due to the 
art director’s incompetence and 
lack of professionalism. It had 
pissed him off to no end. Izuku 
was his photographer, as per usual 
for his fashion shoots, and 
normally his presence alone would 
soothe him, but the art director 
was a picky and fussy woman who 
couldn’t exactly make up her 
mind, and at the end of the 
photoshoot, everyone was in some 
sort of disgruntled mood, 
including the both of them. 
Shouto went home in a 
sour mood, and Izuku had picked 
up on it immediately. They'd 
ordered takeout from the Thai 
place near the studio and walked 
back to Shouto’s apartment hand- 
in-hand, Izuku chattering about 
the new intern on his team, and 
Shouto letting his voice wash away 
his initial annoyance. They’d spent 
the night watching a show on 
Netflix and fighting over the last 
piece of pad thai, and slowly 
Shouto could feel his irritation 
over the day’s events ebb away. 
Izuku cuddled him afterward, his 


hand running through Shouto’s 
hair with ease as they watched two 
episodes of Izuku’s latest series 
obsession, Shouto’s body relaxed 
and pliant around Izuku’s. When 
they got too tired to keep their 
eyes open they just stumbled into 
bed and snuggled up for sleep. 

Shouto always sleeps better 
with Izuku around. It’s as if his 
body recognizes that Izuku is safe. 

Izuku shoves down the 
comforter and yawns. “Ill make 
breakfast.” He stretches, 
unwittingly showing off his firm 
chest and toned arms, and 
Shouto’s eyes are glued to the way 
his muscles ripple under his tan 
skin. Thank God he doesn't like 
wearing a shirt to sleep. 

Izuku smiles over his 
shoulder. “You stay here and go 
back to sleep.” 

“Uh-huh.” 

He watches Izuku saunter 
out of the bedroom after grabbing 
a white t-shirt from his drawers. 
He spends five minutes lazing 
around the bed and five minutes 
replying to Momo’s texts about 
her plans this week before he 
decides to join Izuku and trudges 
to the kitchen. 

Izuku is rummaging 
through Shouto’s half-empty 
fridge, mumbling under his breath 
as he pulls out some bacon and 


drops it on the kitchen counter, 
next to a loaf of bread. Shouto 
walks to the coffee maker and 
pours himself a cup, plopping his 
butt onto the stool, curiously 
observing his boyfriend who’s 
gone back searching for God 
knows what inside his pathetic 
fridge. 

Izuku lets out a tiny aha and 
turns, the egg carton in hands. 
“You're up.” He puts the eggs 
down with the bacon and bread. 
“Also, your fridge is empty. We 
have to go grocery shopping. I’m 
sad to say that you’re almost out of 
everything but a block of cheese 
and these eggs.” He pokes at the 
bread. “This is almost bad, but I 
think we're safe to eat it today.” 

“Just write down whatever 
you need, the housekeeper will get 
them,” Shouto says over the rim of 
his mug. 

Izuku frowns and shakes 
his head. “Nuh-uh, nope. We’re 
going grocery shopping after 
breakfast.” 

Bewildered, Shouto blinks, 
but he just nods in acquiescence. 
“Okay.” 

“Think of it as a date,” 
Izuku says cheekily, bending down 
to kiss Shouto on the cheek. 
“What’s more domestic than going 
grocery shopping together?” 

Shouto doesn’t have an 


answer to that, but he likes the 
sound of it. Being domestic, huh? 
“Can I help?” 

Izuku waves his offer away. 
“Nah, you just sit there and look 
pretty.” He starts with the bread, 
putting it in the toaster, then turns 
on the stove. 

Shouto blushes. He can’t 
help it. Thankfully, Izuku doesn’t 
seem to notice. Shouto sips his 
coffee, content to sit there with the 
quiet sounds of Izuku preparing 
breakfast, the sound joined shortly 
afterward by the cheerful music 
coming to life in the apartment’s 
sound system. Shouto doesn’t 
recognize the song that seems to 
be in a foreign language, but Izuku 
is happily lip-syncing to it and 
using a spatula as a mic, singing 
all the words wrong with a goofy 
smile. 

“You got the best of me!” 
He follows it with some 
exaggerated hip movements, 
making Shouto laugh into his fist. 
“Oh, you got the best of me! So 
please just don’t leave me!” He 
points the spatula at Shouto, 
winks, and twirls back to face the 
stove, still shaking his body to the 
music. Shouto just shakes his head 
fondly. 

It’s exactly what he needed 
after his day before, Izuku 
cheering him up, lifting his spirits, 


all with only a glance, and he’s 
grateful for whatever deity that 
deemed him lucky enough to have 
Izuku here, in his life and his 
home. 

Breakfast is a simple affair 
of toast, bacon, and eggs, Izuku 
claiming that Shouto’s fridge is 
too bare for an extravagant 
breakfast and promising to make a 
much more lavish dinner later. 
They sit across from each other, 
the only obstacle between them 
being their plates on the kitchen 
island, and Shouto’s pretty sure he 
sports the same punch-drunk 
smile. Sunlight streams through 
the large floor-to-ceiling glass 
windows, bathing the room in 
golden rays and making Izuku’s 
eyes shine brighter. 

For a moment, he envisions 
it: Izuku, in his life, permanently. 
Izuku, preparing breakfast for 
them on days off. Izuku, his 
superhero figurines decorating the 
glass shelf next to Shouto’s 
trophies and family photographs. 
Izuku, his life intermingling with 
Shouto’s, making it their life, their 
home. 

The sharp longing that 
squeezes his chest takes him by 
surprise. 

“Shou-chan? What’s 
wrong?” 

Shouto starts, realizing he’s 


been staring at Izuku with his fork 
hovering over his plate. He shakes 
his head and digs into his 
breakfast, still feeling somewhat 
disconcerted. 

“T’ve talked to Ashido about 
our grand opening,” Izuku says, 
waving his fork in a circular 
motion. “She said we’d need more 
models, preferably kids and 
teenagers. Half of our collections 
are geared for students anyway.” 
Their new clothing line, TDDK 
Style, is still a few weeks away 
from launching, but due to Izuku’s 
popularity as a top-notch 
photographer and Shouto’s status 
as a top model, they quickly 
gained some interest. 

“We can call up Kendou 
and Hadou then. I know a few 
people I can ask.” 

Izuku bounces on his seat. 
“We can ask Eri-chan too!” And he 
quickly launches into a tangent 
about the logistics for the photo 
sessions and their grand opening 
party, forgetting about his 
breakfast. Shouto sighs fondly, 
used to Izuku’s ramblings. His 
mind works too fast for most 
people to catch up, and Shouto 
rather likes seeing Izuku 
mumbling away. 

Shouto washes the dishes-- 
he’s hopeless in the kitchen but at 
least he can clean--and gets ready 


for Izuku’s planned shopping. 
Izuku’s already dressed, smelling 
like citrus and mint from the 
shower gel he used, and is pulling 
on his socks when Shouto emerges 
from the bathroom. 

“We're almost out of 
shower gel and shampoo,” Shouto 
declares. Izuku purses his lips. 

“We'll pick some up on the 
way home.” 

Shouto dresses quickly and 
grabs a black bucket hat on the 
way out, and in twenty minutes 
they’re already out of the 
apartment building. Out of rush 
hour, the sidewalk is almost 
empty. Izuku grabs his hand and 
squeezes it gently. Shouto 
squeezes back. 

The walk to the grocery 
store is quiet, but it’s the kind of 
comfortable quiet that Shouto 
likes. Izuku shoots him a smile 
now and then, swinging their 
tangled hands back and forth. 
When they pass a perfume store 
that has Shouto’s face on the front 
window, Izuku giggles and points 
at the ad. 

“Tetsutetsu took that 
photo, right?” Izuku stops, 
humming under his breath. “I 
almost forgot you modeled for this 
brand.” 

“To be fair, I forget half of 
the brands I model for as well,” 


Shouto confesses. Izuku snorts. 
Shouto tugs his hand and they 
move away from the store. 

While it’s not too hot 
outside, Shouto still lets out a 
relieved sigh when they enter the 
grocery store, the air conditioning 
soothing his flushed skin. Shouto 
pulls his hat down and walks 
leisurely beside Izuku, hoping the 
large bucket hat does its job 
hiding his distinctive hair color. 
He can’t help the scar though--it’s 
too big to cover. The last thing he 
needs is for someone to recognize 
him and disrupt his time with 
Izuku. 

"Should we get 
strawberries? They're cheaper 
than usual. We can make 
smoothies or pudding tomorrow," 
Izuku holds up two packs of 
strawberries. Shouto nods, a little 
bit clueless, but he’s a good 
boyfriend and he likes to indulge 
Izuku. It's not often they go 
grocery shopping together, 
anyway. 

For the first time, he scans 
the store. There aren't that many 
people milling around, just some 
older women and a couple of 
teenagers. He can hear the soft 
croon of an American singer he 
recognizes from the speakers, and 
there's a haggard-looking mother 
trying to calm her baby down not 


far away from them. Everything 
seems normal, and it suddenly 
sinks in that he's lost this. 

In his climb to fame, he's 
forgotten what a normal life 
should be like--though to be fair, 
his childhood was anything but 
normal, what with his father’s 
obsession to get him far in the 
modeling industry. His life has 
been a whirlwind of scheduled 
photoshoots and interviews, with 
almost no downtime for himself, 
ever since he was a child. He's just 
lucky most of the people in the 
industry are his friends--otherwise 
he'd completely lose himself in the 
seemingly never-ending work. It’s 
so easy to forget other people-- 
friends, family--when you often 
forget that you are a human too. 

And there's Izuku. Izuku, 
who brings him a semblance of 
normalcy in the form of their 
relationship, makes him feel 
human, not just a part of the big 
scheme that is the modeling 
world. Izuku, who is almost as 
famous as Shouto but never fails 
to make him exist outside of his 
life as Todoroki Shouto, Japanese 
top model. Izuku, who often 
reminds him to call Fuyumi and 
his mother. Izuku, who would 
never let Shouto forget that he's a 
human capable of emotions like 
love and affection. 


Izuku, who is now 
examining a watermelon with a 
concentration almost on par with 
when he's behind his camera. He 
looks adorable with his brows 
furrowed and mouth pursed, so 
Shouto doesn't resist the 
temptation to kiss his freckled 
cheek. Izuku startles, the 
watermelon almost slipping from 
his hand. 

"What was that for?" He 
looks bewildered for a second. 
Shouto smiles. He knows that his 
smiles come easily and naturally 
when he's with Izuku, and judging 
by Izuku's softened look, he knows 
Izuku loves it. 

"Nothing. I just realized 
how much I love you." 

Izuku snorts, but the flush 
on his cheeks betrays his feelings. 
"I should hope so. Because I love 
you too." He puts down the 
watermelon into the cart and 
holds out his hand. Shouto takes 
it, their fingers tangling almost 
like instinct. 

They don’t spend a long 
time in the store. Thirty minutes 
later they’re already standing at 
the cashier. It strikes Shouto how 
domestic this is--grocery shopping 
together, squabbling over what 
brand of toilet paper to buy, 
sneaking in some potato chips that 
are not in his diet, but hey, it’s his 


day off too and he has a mild 
craving for potato chips. Shouto 
shoves his credit card to the 
cashier before Izuku can, and 
smiles cheekily when Izuku pouts 
at him. 

“Oh, add this too!” 

Shouto groans. “You 
already saw my photos for the 
magazine.” It’s a fashion 
magazine, with Shouto on the 
front cover. He’s wearing a suit 
and advertising a watch that costs 
more than his car, something that 
still baffles him sometimes. He got 
the watch as some sort of gift and 
felt bad for wearing it, and instead 
opted to give it to Izuku. Izuku, 
bless him, is oblivious to the fact 
that he’s wearing a watch that’s 
worth more than most people’s 
yearly salary. 

Izuku rolls his eyes. “Yeah, 
but I haven’t seen the final 
spread.” Izuku does a quick flip 
through and yelps. “What the-- 
Shouto, you didn’t tell me the 
watch was that expensive!” Izuku 
hisses, shaking his wrist at 
Shouto’s face, where the black 
watch rests innocently. 

Shouto laughs at Izuku’s 
affronted face. “Well, now you 
know.” 

“Oh my God, you're 
insufferable.” 

“T learn from the best.” 


Izuku jabs him in the ribs, 
scowling, but his eyes hold so 
much affection that betray his 
actions. 

They do pick up some 
shampoo and shower gel at the 
store across from the grocery 
store, and Izuku drags him to a 
nearby bakery to get some 
cupcakes. Shouto doesn’t quite 
understand Izuku’s love for 
sweets, but he loves kissing Izuku 
after he eats something sweet-- 
sweets make Izuku’s lips taste 
even more delectable. 

When they get home, 
Shouto helps Izuku put away the 
groceries. The sight of his full 
fridge and knowing that Izuku was 
the one to do that does something 
funny in his chest. 

He wonders if Izuku thinks 
of the apartment as his home too. 
Because he knows his apartment 
always feels weird without Izuku’s 
presence in it. 

He suddenly remembers 
what his mother said, all those 
years ago, when he asked her if 
she ever felt happy, if their big, 
luxurious house ever brought her 
joy. 

It’s not the house, Shouto- 
kun, she had said with a wistful 
smile. Ill always be happy with 
you, Fuyumi, Natsuo, and Touya. 

“Tll cook something with 


veggies for dinner,” Izuku’s voice 
cuts through Shouto’s musings. 
“Would you like stir fry?” 

“Sure, as long as it doesn’t 
take too much to prepare. You 
know I can’t really help,” Shouto 
grins sheepishly, shaking off the 
thought. 

“So what now?” Izuku 
props his hands on his hips. 
“We're done with grocery 
shopping. You don’t have chores.” 
He puts a finger over his bottom 
lip. “Movies? We can marathon 
your favorite superhero movies, 
unless you want to do something 
else. We haven't watched the 
newest movie yet--wait, or have 
we? I forgot. Or we can watch that 
spy-alien movie, I’m pretty 
curious. I don’t know--” 

“Let’s just watch the spy 
movie,” Shouto cuts off his 
ramblings gently, albeit still 
slightly clueless which movie 
Izuku is talking about. “Go ahead 
and start it--I’ll get the popcorn 
and drinks ready.” 

When Shouto gets back to 
the living room, Izuku has already 
arranged the blankets and pillows 
on the couch, making a nest of 
fabric and cushions. Shouto raises 
a brow but says nothing, placing 
the tray of snacks and drinks on 
the coffee table and sinks into the 
mass of blankets next to his 


boyfriend. 

Ah, he thinks to himself as 
he lets Izuku snuggle to his side, 
fingers curled over his chest while 
they settle comfortably on the 
couch, the movie's soundtrack 
playing on the television, 
contentment filling his chest. Now 
he understands. This is home. 

The comfort, the warmth. 
Quiet laughter in the morning, the 
smell of coffee brewing, the sound 
of Izuku’s music playing in the 
apartment. Warm arms, soft 
kisses. This, this is home. As long 
as he’s with Izuku, it’s home. No 
matter where he is, with Izuku 
there, he never feels out of place. 
Content. Happy. 

He gazes down, stares at 
Izuku’s profile. 

All thanks to you, Midoriya 
Izuku. 

“Tzuku.” 

Izuku looks up, eyes wide 
and warm. “Hm?” 

Shouto presses his lips to 
Izuku’s, feels Izuku sigh softly into 
the kiss, his body practically 
melting. 

“T love you.” A quiet whisper, no 

less profound and heartfelt in its 
declaration. Shouto revels on the 
brilliant smile Izuku gives him in 
return and smiles back. 
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"Wherever you are is where I'd like to be. 


I could only ever hope that you'd allow me to accompany, 


Your wonderful presence, with which I am so enamoured 
The most imperfectly perfect being I'm so lucky to've encountered 
You are my world, my light, and my stars, 
We bask in a love held within and between these hands of ours. 
And though forever is a long time to anticpate, 
With you, anything seems possible, even defying fate. 
I could only ever hope that you'd allow me to accompany 


You, as us, as we, towards a future so dear to me." 


Written by: Lee 
Rated: G 
Tags: World Travel, Fluff, Multiculturalism, Mock Article 


Imagine: you are walking through 
the crowded streets of Jaipur. 

Even on the best of days, it 
can be disorienting. Now, though, it 
is absolutely awash in color. The 
barrier between roads, buildings, 
and pedestrians is obliterated, all 
covered in an iridescent sheen of 
powder. 

In the crowd, you see two 
men walking along hand-in-hand. 
Whatever clothes they might have 
been wearing, however sharply 
dressed they were this morning, is 
no longer discernible underneath 
a patina of rainbow. 

Why would model 
extraordinaire Todoroki Shouto 
choose to ruin a perfectly good 
outfit, all to celebrate Holi? 

“I’ve been to India for 
photoshoots a few times,” he 


Now, the young Todoroki is a free agent, and he chooses to experience the 
vibrant cultures of the places he visits hands-on—even if said culture is going to take 
three or four showers to wash out of his hair. 

He is accompanied on his chromatic adventure by his boyfriend-first, 
photographer-second companion, Midoriya Izuku. While Todoroki is a seasoned globe- 


-trotter, Midoriya is a little more home-grown. Shooting on location has given him an 
unprecedented look at the world, one that not even the highest resolution photograph 
could have prepared him for. Before becoming Todoroki’s photographer, the aspiring 
artist had never left the country. Now, he has been to five continents. 

“Six, if we end up doing that shoot in Ghana later this year,” he told us. 

The two have a packed schedule, often spending more time away from home 
than in it. However, they claim that the experience brings them closer together, gives their 
relationship a bedrock of shared discovery. When they are on the go, often they are each 
other’s sense of familiarity. Maybe that is why they walk so closely on the crowded 
streets, their individual boundaries blurred in the bright smear of Holi powder. 

“Being able to take part in Holi has been breathtaking,” Midoriya related. “It’s not 
just a celebration of color. It’s a celebration of love.” 

If there is one word to describe Midoriya and Todoroki’s relationship, it’s colorful. 
Everything the two do together, from Todoroki’s line of clothing to Midoriya’s photography 
to the bright, unapologetic way they look at each other, is at full saturation. 

Even domestically, the two are absolutely exotic in their rare dedication to each 
other. In July of this year, the pair attended the Hakata Gion Yamakasa festival in Hakata, 
Japan. Even spectating the festival is a test of endurance, as people begin lining the 
streets well before the actual race starts at sunrise. Todoroki and Midoriya were there, 
coffees in hand and blinking owlishly in the pre-dawn light. 

When asked why they went to such lengths to watch the annual race, Todoroki 
responded, “I wanted to see the teamwork myself. Whole neighborhoods come together 
to build these massive floats and then drag them along the course. It’s truly a testament 
to how much you can accomplish when you work together.” 

Indeed, there is a sort of graceful beauty, even amidst the tumultuous exertion of 
the racers, in the way they work in tandem to haul along a towering, full ton float through 
the city streets. 

“If they aren’t coordinated, they risk tripping up their fellow runners and bringing 
the whole team down,” Midoriya eagerly explained. “In a way, it reminds me of the whole 
TDDK Style brand. You accomplish more through harmony than competition.” 

As the first team thunders by with their float, Midoriya and Todoroki lean into one 
another, breathing in unison as they watch the event. One of the race coordinators in 
front tosses out a bucket of water, both to ease the wheel-less scrape of the float and to 
provide relief to the exhausted participants. The water goes wide, a brief prismatic 
brushstroke against the summer sky, before crashing down to the street. The spray hits 
runners and spectators alike, prompting a startled shriek from many onlookers. Both boys 
were caught in the splash, but their response is more laughter than surprise. In a moment 
of synchronicity, both reach up at the same time to wipe water from the other’s face. They 


end up colliding hands and breaking out into laughter again. 

After the race is over, the two spend some time enjoying the local flavor. There is 
an inimitable atmosphere to a city during matsuri. Even with all the foreign places the pair 
visits, the distinctive sights and sounds of Japanese celebration are unique to this island 
nation. Perhaps that is why the Hakata Gion Yamakasa is designated part of the Land of 
the Rising Sun’s ‘intangible cultural heritage’ by UNESCO. There is nothing exactly like it 
anywhere else. 

“Every so often, it’s nice to come home,” Midoriya admitted during our interview. 
“It helps keep me grounded.” 

Watching them walk along the city streets, it is undeniable that, in Japan, these 
men are in their element. 

One of the benefits of traveling with your lover, though, is that you get to bring a 
little piece of home with you wherever you go. 

The two shared with us their experience of travelling in Oaxaca, Mexico. 
Normally, they hire a guide when in a foreign country, if for no other reason than to serve 
as an interpreter. On this excursion, though, the guide they had originally booked fell ill. 
Because they were visiting during Dia De Los Muertos, a major holiday, they were unable 
to find a last minute replacement. That left them to their own devices, wandering the 
streets with only a limited ability to read signage. 

Oaxaca is a bustling city any day, but during Dia De los Muertos, or Day of the 
Dead, it is ironically perhaps at its liveliest. While the duo may have gotten lost, it gave 
them the opportunity to see the local sights first-hand. Many families erect ofrendas, or 
altars of remembrance, to their deceased family members. 

Hailing from Japan, the two are no strangers to the idea of shrines in memory of 
departed loved ones. 

“We have a butsudan in my house for my grandparents,” Midoriya said, “but the 
visual style is so much more somber compared to what we saw in Mexico.” 

In most parts of the world, death is monochromatic, observed in either black or 
white. The colors of death are much more vivid across Latin America, where these 
memorials to the departed come in every color of the rainbow. Even the imagery of skulls 
is often paired with a fluorescent pattern. 

Another perk of seeing the festivities up close is being able to see those little 
slices of domesticity. Families gather, congregating to remember the blood that binds 
them and the people that brought them into the world. For most, the concept of family is 
one of warmth and positivity. 

For Todoroki, though, family has always been a nebulous and somewhat sour 
concept. It is no secret that his relationship with his father is practically non-existent and 
particularly painful. While he has re-established his bonds with his mother and siblings, 


his family life is a far cry from idyllic perfection. 

Todoroki has made a personal vow to live his life differently than his father, to 
place his relationships with others as an end goal rather than a stepping stone. 

“Being surrounded by all those ofrendas made me think a lot about my legacy, 
and what I’m going to leave behind in the world,” he confided to us. “I want it to be more 
than a brand name. | want to make a positive impact on the people around me.” 

Anyone familiar with TDDK Style knows that the company places a great deal of 
emphasis on charity work and giving back to the community. Todoroki Shouto is 
determined to use his skillset to bring light and joy into the world. However, surrounded 
by a celebration filled with that same light and joy, he said he was solemn and 
contemplative. 

Perhaps he was thinking about his own future, about the struggles of building and 
having a family when so much of his life is lived in hotel rooms and airport terminals. Or 
maybe seeing all the happy families, the children with grandparents, aunts and uncles 
and in-laws aplenty, brings into stark relief the failings of his own family. Whatever the 
case, it only highlights the importance of what he has with Midoriya. Both men come from 
families plagued by missing pieces. Together, though, they have the opportunity to start 
anew. They have no template to follow. Like all of TDDK Style’s pieces, whatever they 
create will be completely from scratch: an original. 

Todoroki says he doesn’t regret getting lost on the backstreets of Oaxaca that 
day. While they missed some of the scheduled parties and parades they wanted to 
attend, the ability to see the happy families of Mexico first-hand was more valuable than 
hitting up a popular tourist spot. It's a memory they will carry with them, a goal for what 
they one day want for themselves. 

Anxieties like that aren’t easily dispelled, and according to Midoriya, Todoroki 
was subdued for several weeks after their trip to Mexico. Fortunately, they had a shoot 
scheduled in Chiang Mai a couple of weeks later. 

Every year, the skies of Chiang Mai are set alight with thousands of floating 
lanterns. The Yi Peng Lantern Festival has become part of the global subconscious, the 
fantastical images of the night swimming in soft orange light circulating online, making its 
way into our collective imagination. 

What the pictures don’t capture is the balmy November air. Located in the 
southern hemisphere in Thailand, the festival takes place on the cusp of summer. The 
atmosphere is one of ease and celebration, where everything takes on a surreal sense of 
whimsy. 

Midoriya brought along his night camera equipment, meaning he was hauling a 
tripod, off-camera lights, and several different lenses. The goal was to take a picture of 
TDDK Style’s newest piece with the floating lanterns as a backdrop. The end result would 


look like something straight out of fantasy, with Todoroki staring into the camera as the 
world around him seems to float away. However, it is obvious that both boys are tired, 
worn out from their long travels. 

“Constantly bouncing around from one nation to another can be exhausting. 
Sometimes | wish | could slow down,” Midoriya admitted to us. “Being with Todoroki 
makes it worth it, but that doesn’t change the fact that it takes a lot out of you.” 

The photoshoot takes a couple of hours. While the people around them were 
filled with laughter and mirth, the boys remain focused on the task at hand. Any smiles 
given are purely for the camera. By the time they are done, it is late in the evening, and 
many people are already filtering out of the festival and towards home. Rather than retire 
themselves, the duo insist on finding a vendor and buying a lantern of their own to launch. 

When pressed on why he prioritized sightseeing over well-earned rest, Todoroki 
responded, “I may never be in this city at this time again. Life is about taking the 
opportunities in front of you, not watching them pass by.” 

Together, they purchase a khom loi, or sky lantern, from one of the many street- 
sellers. For people who have only ever seen these delicate paper lanterns in 
photographs, they may not realize that they can reach sizes of up to 2 meters across, and 
sometimes lighting them is a team effort. While constructed of lightweight bamboo, 
holding the frame open and lighting the fuel without setting the structure ablaze is nearly 
impossible for one person acting alone. 

Fortunately, the pair is used to working together. While Midoriya holds the lantern 
aloft, Todoroki focuses on lighting the suspended flame source. It takes two or three tries, 
the breeze off the river making the flames fickle and shy. Eventually, though, sparks catch 
and a bright handful of light glows in the lantern’s core. While the lantern heats up, rice 
paper rippling with warming air, the two hold it open, hands joined on the bamboo frame. 
Finally, when their makeshift balloon is fully inflated, they release it into the night. 

There is a great amount of tradition and significance to Yi Peng. The Buddhist 
belief is that releasing the lantern purges you from the bad luck of the past year, opening 
you up to future good fortune. Indeed, as their lantern floats away, becoming 
indistinguishable from the thousands of others, themselves blending into the speckling of 
stars, the pair relax. Tension bleeds from their frames. Midoriya heaves a sigh, and 
Todoroki lets his shoulders down. 

The two still have so many unanswered questions about their future together. 
This one moment of serenity doesn’t erase the endless amount of work stretching in front 
of them. It does, perhaps, balance it, one more floating dot of light to illuminate their way. 

In this moment, they are here together, and everything is beautiful. 
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A series of aesthetic portrayals of Midoriya Izuku. 
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Midoriya smiling at Todoroki Shouto (off camera). 


Turbulence In Traveling 


With the sound of a zipper gliding 
across its track, Izuku closes his suitcase, 
and he’ s now packed. He’ s certain 
there’ s something he’ s forgetting, and 
he’ s second-guessing the shirts he 
decided to pack. Maybe the mustard- 
colored polo is a bad idea, but he’ s trying 
his hardest to suppress the urge to unzip 
his luggage and repack everything. 

It’ s difficult, especially when he 
knows for a whole week he’ s going to be 
around his long-time inspiration, short- 
time coworker, who’ s unfairly beautiful and 
flawless. But what else can he really 
expect from a model? 

Izuku sighs and sits back down on 
his bed. There are a few minutes left 
before he has to call a taxi to take him to 
the airport and meet with Todoroki, so he 
scrolls through his phone to pass the time. 

He can’ t help but notice the 
resistance of his fingertips against the 
phone screen, and then he becomes 
acutely aware that his hands are horribly 
clammy and disgusting. 

He’ s all worked up over this 
already. Great. 

Izuku leaves his phone on the bed 
to wash his hands and try his hardest to 
forget about the nerves building up and 


swallowing him whole. 


Written by: Egg 
Rated: G 
Tags: Pining, Bed Sharing, Vomiting Mention 


Shouto tries calling Midoriya once 
he gets to the airport, but he gets no 
response. To be fair, Shouto was dropped 
off an hour earlier than they’ d planned on. 
Last night, he couldn’ t sleep so he figured 
he might as well just get ready and head 
over. But still, Shouto is pretty sure 
Midoriya is glued to his phone, so it’ s 
strange that he isn’ t responding. 

He wanders around the airport, 
trying his hardest to hide from any prying 
fans who notice him, even under the 
sunglasses and floppy hat he wears in 
public. It’ s always easier when Midoriya is 
here, he’s good at telling them to leave 
him alone, but obviously, Midoriya isn’ t 
here now. 

It’s after fifteen minutes that 
Shouto gets a response back from 
Midoriya, and it’s in the form of a frantic 
text, telling Shouto that he’s on his way, 
and that he’s sorry he wasn’ t looking at 
his phone. It gives Shouto an excuse to 
walk away from the crowd of people that 
had formed around him, and he calls 
Midoriya. 

Immediately, the plane ride is 
awkward. Izuku expected nothing else, but 
that doesn’ t exactly make the situation 
better. 


He finds that airplane seats aren’ t wide 


enough even for the slimmest people, and 
his shoulder constantly bumps into 
Todoroki’ s, no matter how hard he tries to 
keep to himself. 

It’ s only been half an hour since 
the airplane became airborne, and they 
need to stay on the plane until they get to 
their first stop, which is a solid five hours 
from now. The whole flight will take two 
days; it’ s a painfully long flight from Japan 
to Italy. 

Izuku’ s not sure how he’ II 
survive, or if he even will survive. Ever 
since he realized how fidgety, sweaty, and 
self-conscious he got around Todoroki, 
it’ s been more difficult than ever to be 
working alongside him. 

And to be trapped on a plane with 
him for two days, well, Izuku’ s not sure his 
heart will be able to take a break. Izuku 
had been hoping that it was just a stupid 
little crush, and that it’ d go away before 
they left for their European tour trip, but 
the more he thought about it, the worse it 
became. And now here he is, a complete 
mess, just trying his best to his limbs 
inside his seat and failing miserably at it. 

Then Todoroki nudges his arm, 
and at first Izuku thinks he’ s just adjusting 
himself in the small seat, but then he 
starts talking, “Hey, do you know what kind 
of room they booked us when we stop in 
China?” 

Izuku hums in thought. “I don’ t. I 
thought they’ d let you know that?” 

Todoroki stares at his phone with 
his lips curved into a frown. “Well, they did. 


I got a text, but it says it’ s just a single 


bed room. That can’t be right, though, 
you’ d think we’ d get a double bed room.” 
“Yeah...that’ s really weird,” Izuku 
agrees calmly, though he’ s currently 
eyeing the aisleway behind Todoroki and 
calculating how obvious it would be if he 
just threw himself down it to escape this 
reality. 
This is definitely going to be a long 
and emotionally draining trip, IZuku decides 


as he leans his head back against the seat. 


Shouto doesn’ t quite believe the 
situation he’ s in until it’ s staring him in 
the face. He drops his suitcase at the foot 
of the singular bed in the room that was 
supposed to have two beds for Midoriya 
and him to stay in overnight before getting 
back on the plane in the morning. 

He wonders if this is something 
one of his friends set up on purpose, or if 
whoever booked their room messed up his 
request. Either way, he’s not happy about 
it, and has absolutely no idea how he’s 
going to sleep through the night unless he 
sleeps on the floor. 

“Um, maybe there’ s a futon 
somewhere. Some hotels have those,” 
Midoriya suggests while he digs through 
the closet by the door. 

Shouto nods and checks under 
the bed. There’ s nothing there. Then he 
lifts the cushions from the couch, it’ s just 
a normal couch. And too small to fit his 
tall, lanky body. “Worst comes to worst, I 


can squeeze on the couch?” 


“No, you don’ t need to do that. 
Maybe I’ Il fit.” Midoriya flops on the couch, 
but his feet are draped over the armrest. 
“Never mind,” he says disappointedly. 
Shouto shrugs. “I guess it’ s not that bad.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Shouto sits on the edge of the 
bed. “It’s just for one night, and we’ re 
friends. It’ d be worse if we were strangers, 
and it’s a pretty big bed too.” 

Midoriya takes a seat next to 
Shouto and nods. “Yeah, that’ s true.” 

“Anyway,” Shouto says, “It’s late, 
and I didn’ t sleep well last night, so maybe 
I’ ll fall asleep before you.” He turns to 
look at Midoriya. 

Midoriya nods. “Oh, yeah, I usually 
stay up pretty late so probably.” 

“T’ Il get ready then.” 

Shouto gathers his pajamas to 
change into and disappears into the 
bathroom. He sits on the toilet lid and 
holds his head in his hands. There’ s 
absolutely no way he’ s going to sleep well 
tonight, but the exhaustion from the night 
before might catch up to him anyway. It’ s 
all a gamble at this point. 

He likes to think he hides his 
emotions well, with his job requiring him to 
pose and smile even when he’ s feeling 
down, but there’ s just something about 
Midoriya that disrupts his natural tendency 
to hide. 

Shouto can say with confidence 
that every shoot since Midoriya became 
his sole photographer has gone fairly 
smoothly, and he’ s been able to take the 


breaks he needs when he needs them. He 


hasn’ t felt the need to constantly fake his 
emotions, and more of his photos have 
come out with genuine smiles than ever 
before. Midoriya has a charm to him that 
breaks down that wall Shouto always puts 
up. 

All of this is well and good on a 
normal day, but right now, Shouto wishes 
he was better at hiding around Midoriya. 

Izuku sits on the bed, his legs 
pulled up to his chest and stares at the 
bathroom door. 

This whole situation isn’ t fair. 

He’ s nervous enough as is, and this just 
adds fuel to the fire that is Izuku’ s nerves. 
Whoever set this up has a twisted sense of 
humor. 

Though Todoroki offered to just 
sleep on the couch if he needs to, Izuku 
feels bad even considering the image of 
Todoroki curled up on that tiny couch 
instead of sleeping in an actual bed. 

When Todoroki enters the main 
room again, a towel soaking up the water 
from his hair, Izuku says, “I’ m really okay 
if we share.” 

“Huh? Oh...yeah, as long as it’s 
okay with you,” Todoroki agrees. 

Izuku smiles. “I kind of expected 
something to go wrong on this trip anyway, 
it’ s our first time travelling together, 
something was bound to happen.” 

“Maybe you jinxed us,” Todoroki 
considers, with a bit of a grin on his face. 
“You can take the bathroom now if you 
want.” 


“Oh, right. I’ Il go now.” 


Izuku feels a little bit better after 
talking, but his stomach is still twisted up 
in a knot. 

Getting ready to sleep for the 
night goes fairly smoothly, and Shouto 
suggests keeping one of the extra pillows 
in the middle of them, just in case, but 
Midoriya shrugs at the suggestion. 

“T just want you to feel 
comfortable,” Shouto explains. 

“Yeah, yeah...I know. I’m not 
like...upset about this whole thing, it’ s just 
unexpected and awkward.” 

Shouto nods. “Yeah, it is. Sorry, I 
was sure that we got booked a double bed 
room.” 

“It’s not your fault! Someone 
might have messed up putting it in or 
something.” 

Shouto hums in agreement. He lies 
back against the pillows. Midoriya is on the 
other side of the bed, sitting up and 
fidgeting with his fingers. “Just think about 
tomorrow. We’ II land in Italy and start on 
our tour.” 

“What if they messed up our room 
there too though? We’ re on this trip for a 
whole week!” Midoriya exclaims, burying 
his face in his hands. He leans forward 
until he flops over on the bed, the only 
part of his head visible being his hair. 

Shouto places a hand on his 
shoulder. “It’ Il be okay.” 

Midoriya rolls over so he’ s staring 
at the ceiling. “I hope so.” 


In the morning, the pillow is sitting 


on the ground at the foot of the bed; one 
of them kicked it off during the night. It’ s 
not a big deal, until Izuku realizes the thing 
he’ s hugging isn’t the pillow, but instead 
Todoroki’ s arm. How he failed to make the 
distinction between the two he has no 
idea, but he rolls back over to his side as 
soon as he realizes his mistake. 

“You’ re awake.” Todoroki turns 
his head to look at Izuku. “We should get 
ready.” 

Izuku stares at the ceiling as 
though it’ s going to give him all the 
answers he needs. “Sorry. God, I’ m really 
sorry. I thought you were still asleep.” 

“Don’t worry about it.” 

Izuku can’ t face Todoroki after 
that, so he gets up and heads straight 
toward the bathroom. 

Once they’ re on the plane again, 
the tension eases slightly. Midoriya is back 
to chattering about one of the pamphlets 
in the pocket of the chair in front of them, 
and Shouto can ease back into his seat. He 
can’ t lie, it was really nice to wake up to 
Midoriya so close to him. Though he wishes 
it was easier to ignore those types of 
thoughts. It isn’ t professional, and he 
doubts that it’ Il ever happen again. 
Midoriya was sleeping, so he had no idea 
what he was doing. Shouto just needs to 
remind himself of that. 

When they land and get to see the 
hotel they’ II be staying in for the rest of 
the trip, Shouto is relieved to see that they 
did book a room with two beds this time. 


Midoriya seems excited to have 


his own bed this time, and throws his 
things on the bed nearest to the window. 
Then he rushes over to look out the 
window and at the trees, buildings, and 
traffic down below. He fishes his camera 
out of its case and takes a few pictures. 
“Wait, Todoroki-kun, get in front of the 
window.” 

Midoriya steps back so his legs 
are hitting the edge of the bed and motions 
for Shouto to move into a position. He 
frowns and takes his eye away from the 
camera view. “I think we have to wait for it 
to get a little darker. There’ s too much 
sun still. But it’ Il be a really nice shot.” 

Shouto laughs. “Today is 
supposed to be relaxing and you’ re already 
trying to start working again.” 

Midoriya sighs. “Shut up.” 


& 


The first day in Italy is fun, 
Todoroki manages to force Izuku to stop 
worrying about the work they’ d be doing 
over the course of the week, and just take 
in the sights and nature that’ s around 
them. He can’ t help but mentally bookmark 
specific areas that he wants to use in the 
shoots, but for the most part, he’s able to 
walk around and have fun. 

They don’ t get back to the hotel 
until late. Izuku really wanted to get a 
sunset shot more than anything, but the 
tiny lights dotting the city through the 
window work just as well. 

As for the rest of the week, other 
problems worse than sharing a bed arise. 
The transportation here is different than it 
is in Japan, and they get on the wrong 
train at least once every day while they’ re 


there. At one point, Todoroki was 


t 
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Midoryia and Todoroki revisited Italy later with much more positive results. 


recognized by a group of tourists and they 
surrounded him. Izuku almost walked off 
without him, but turned around in enough 
time to realize the crowd that seemed to 
appear out of nowhere. He broke through 
the crowd and grabbed Todoroki by the 
wrist to pull him away, declaring that he 
was working with Todoroki and needed him 
elsewhere. They went the opposite 
direction they needed to go just to escape 
them, and got lost yet again. 

It was even worse when they were 
in other countries. Overall, Izuku really 
wishes they asked for a guide just so they 
could get from place to place they were 
scheduled to shoot at. Todoroki had 
insisted that only the two of them go so 
they wouldn’ t be distracted by other 
people ordering them around, and they 
could just take their time so Izuku could 
focus on what he was doing. It was nice in 
theory, but failed when they got lost and 
bombarded by ravenous fans. 

On the last night of their trip, 
Todoroki sits on the chair in their room 
and leans his head back against the back 
of it, looking exhausted and annoyed. 

“Hey, are you doing alright?” 
Izuku asks. 

“I guess you could say that. I’ma 
bit fed up with all the bumps we’ ve run 
into. We need to plan better next time.” 

Izuku nods. “Yeah, this was just 
our first time. We’ Il know better for next 
time.” 

“Right.” Todoroki pauses then 
says, “We’ re heading back home 


tomorrow.” 


“Yup, we are.” 

Todoroki lifts his head off the 
chair to talk to Izuku more face to face. “Is 
there anything you’ d like to do before we 
get on the plane?” 

Izuku shrugs at first, but stills as a 
thought comes to him, “Oh, wait! We can 
get dessert. I’ ve heard they have really 
good ones here.” 

“Sure, let’ s go then.” 

“Now?” 

“Yeah, why not?” 

Izuku shrugs again. “Okay, that’ s 
fair, let’ s go then.” 

Just like every other decision they 
made on this trip, getting dessert the night 
before they have to spend the whole day in 
a plane was a bad one. Midoriya ordered 
too many and ended up getting a stomach 
ache. 

Shouto tries tending to him the 
best he can, but it’s getting late, and he 
has a difficult time keeping his eyes open. 
But Midoriya won’ t let him leave, so 
Shouto ends up climbing into Midoriya’ s 
bed and lying next to him. 

“You better not puke on me, keep 
a garbage can next to the bed,” Shouto 
warns. 

Midoriya gives a weak smile. “I 
won’ t. Can you turn the light off?” 

Shouto nods and gets up to flip 
the switch. He lies back down on the bed, 
still wearing his clothes from the day, with 
Midoriya curled up next to him, clutching 
his stomach and squeezing his eyes shut. 


Shouto pulls the covers over both 


of them, and Midoriya mutters, “Thanks.” 

Shouto nods, though Midoriya 
probably can’t see it. He turns on his side 
so he’ s facing Midoriya, and tries to close 
his eyes to get sleep for the next day. 

Izuku wakes up feeling better, and 
with his arms wrapped tightly around 
Todoroki’ s arm, just like he had at the 
hotel in China, but this time, he’ s too tired 
to care about what Todoroki is thinking of 
him. 

They have to board the plane to 
go back home, and Izuku has never been 
more excited to go to the airport. Overall, 
their trip was fun, but Izuku’ s constant 
worry about his crush on Todoroki along 
with the stupid decision he made of eating 
so much sugar, and the frantic rushing on 
and off trains tired him out extensively. 

“Midoriya, are you doing okay?” 
Todoroki asks. 

Izuku hums. “I’m okay.” He rolls 
over toward the edge of the bed. “Sorry 
for clinging to you so much.” 

“I don’ t mind.” 

Izuku hums again, but gets up 
from the bed and starts packing the last 
couple things into his suitcase. “Are you 
ready to go home?” 

“T guess so. I liked it here, but it’s 
been tiring.” 

“Yeah, me too.” 

“Would you like to do something 
like this again?” 

Izuku looks up from his suitcase. 
Todoroki’ s hair is sticking up at awkward 


angles and the makeup he didn’ t get to 


wash off last night is smeared. He’ s tilting 
his head in question, and his eyes are 
seemingly begging Izuku to say yes. “Um, 
yeah, sure. I got some really nice pictures. 
I’m sure everyone will love them.” 

Todoroki gives a smile. That small, 
shy smile that’ s so rare Izuku has to bask 
in its presence when it does come around. 
“Yeah, I’m sure they will. I enjoyed 
travelling with you.” 

Izuku laughs, trying his hardest to 
hide the pounding of his heart and the heat 
in his cheeks. “Thanks. I enjoyed travelling 
with you too.” 

Todoroki gets up and helps Izuku 
pack everything up, and they discuss their 
next tour all the way to the airport and on 
their way home, until they have the dates, 


destinations, and a budget all planned. 
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Todoroki Shouto 
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Mod Kunn responded i in kind with a 


magazine cover style edit. A following edit by Mod Kunn. 


TDDK Style: Origin 


Meet Sassyroki, courtesy of Mod Kunn! 
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Strut your stuff 


and remember that you 


too, 


A 


are Plus Ultra. 


TDDK MODEL ZINE 


| Cover Art ¢ 


Cover Art provided by: @kur0uez 


